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PREFACE.

JJo ALL THE GOOD YOU CAN, Was my
excellent father's charge to me his first-born

son ; and, conscious, as I am, of my hitherto

imperfect compliance with this admirable

injunction, and of my now weakened powers,

the desire to fulfil it still remains, and has

produced the present publication. For age

and infirmities having nearly confined me to

my house, I grew anxious to avoid the dan-

ger of becoming totally useless: and, a small

collection of poems, moral and divine, having

been given me when a boy by one of my
school-fellows, (most of which I committed

to memory,) it occurred to me, that by re-

publishing these, I might afford to others

the pleasure and comfort which I have my-

self derived from them during the course of

my long life. And being informed that a
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volume of sacred poetry ori sound principles,

was much wanted, I resolved to endeavour

to supply so remarkable a deficiency ; and

by the assistance of my friends, and by ex-

tracts from our best moral poets, added to

what I have selected from my own and other

collections, the work has grown into two

small volumes; though, by omitting some

pieces less calculated for general use, I have

been able to furnish an edition in one thicker

volume at a moderate price.

As there is not a single line of my own in

this publication, I am free from the anxiety

of an author ; and as an editor, I shall not

only be content, but highly gratified, if (as

I hope) my book shall be found to contain

nothing hurtful, and much that may promote

the glory of God, and the well-being of my
fellow Christians.

That it might have been better executed is

too evident ; but those who are struck with

its defects, are requested to observe> that my
object was not to produce a collection of ele-

gant poetry, but to do good ; and that hav-

ing entered my seventy-sixth year, I had no



PREFACE. xiii

time to lose. I therefore hastened my work,

and extracted and abridged freely, and even

ventured, in a few instances, to alter a word

or phrase when not suited to my purpose.

As youth is the season best fitted for in-

struction, and every Christian must admit

that religious knowledge is the most import-

ant of all; aud as verse is more easily learnt,

and longer retained than prose; I have made

the rising generation my principal objects.

And being convinced by long experience,

that such instruction cannot begin too soon,

and that short hymns and psalms are suited

to the minds and memories of children,

even in infancy, I have placed such in the

first pages of my book, and would earnestly

recommend to those of my readers who have

the charge of children in their tender years,

to teach them to repeat a few stanzas of

these, even before they can speak plain. I

know it may be done with pleasure to them,

as well as to their instructors, and it will

implant in their minds pious ideas and use-

ful maxims, which will be retained, and

prove highly beneficial throughout their fu-

ture lives.
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A practice has long prevailed, (chiefly in-

deed among the middle and lower classes) of

compelling little children to learn, each Sun-

day morning, the Collect for the day ; a prac-

tice which appears to me very prejudicial.

It is evidently useless, for these Collects are

no sooner learnt than forgotten. Indeed, it

would be absurd to attempt to make children

retain fifty-two Collects in their memories.

But there is a much more serious objection

to this custom. The minds of children are

light and lively ; Religion and its duties are

serious and solemn ; and, while it is of the

utmost importance that these duties should

be inculcated at the earliest years, it is, at

the same time, of equal importance, to use

every effort, that they may not become irk-

some to the young, nor the Lord's day be

rendered unpleasant to them. But how can

this be avoided, if, as soon as that day be-

gins, they are summoned to a lesson as hard

and dry as those of the other six days, and

the perfect acquisition of which is rigidly in-

sisted on ? The Church Catechism and

some short exposition of it, must be learnt,

but even these ought to make part of the



PREFACE. xv

business of the week, and a repetition only

be exacted on the Sunday ; and, perhaps,

no other prose task need be imposed on that

day ; and if, instead thereof, a few short

hymns be recited, which all who hear them

will acquire without difficulty, the employ-

ment will become pleasant as well as profit-

able. For the truth of this I appeal to

Dr. Watts's excellent preface to his Divine

Songs : the pious conclusion of which I de-

sire to adopt, and say, with him, to all who
are concerned in the education of children,

" May the Almighty God make you faith-

M ful in this important work ! May He suo
" ceed your cares by His abundant grace,

" that the rising generation of Great Britain

" may be a glory among the nations, a pat-

" tern to the Christian world, and a blessing

" to the earth!"





HYMNS.

MORNING HYMN.—Bp. Kenn.

Awake, my soul, and with the sun

Thy daily stage of duty run

;

Shake off dull sloth, and joyful rise

To pay thy morning sacrifice.

Thy precious time misspent redeem

;

Each present day thy last esteem :

Improve thy talent with due care,

For the great day thyself prepare.

In conversation be sincere,

Keep conscience as the noon-tide clear
;

Think how th' all-seeing God thy ways

And all thy secret thoughts surveys.

Wake, and lift up thyself, my heart,

And with the angels bear thy part,

Who all night long unwearied sing

Glory to the Eternal King.

I wake, I wake, ye heavenly choir

!

May your devotion me inspire ;

That I, like you, my age may spend,

Like you may on my God attend

!

B
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May I, like you, in God delight,

Have all day long my God in sight;

Perform, like you, my Maker's will

;

! may I never more do ill

!

Glory to Thee ; who safe hast kept,

And hast refreshed me, whilst I slept;

Grant, Lord, when I from death shall wake,

1 may of endless life partake.

Lord ! I my vows to Thee renew ;

Disperse my sins, as morning dew ;

Guard my first springs of thought and will,

And with Thyself my spirit fill.

Direct, control, suggest, this day,

All I design, or do, or say,

That all my powers, with all their might,

To Thy sole glory may unite.

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow,

Praise Him, all creatures here below;

Praise Him above, ye heav'nly host,

Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.

EVENING HYMN.—Bp. Kenn.

Glory to Thee, my God, this night,

For all the blessings of the light

;

Keep me, O keep me, King of kings !

Under thy own Almighty wings.
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Forgive me, Lord, for thy dear Son,

The ills that I this day have done ;

That with the world, myself, and Thee,

I, ere I sleep, at peace may be.

Teach me to live, that I may dread

The grave as little as my bed ;

Teach me to die, that so I may
Rise joyful at the judgment day.

O ! may my soul on Thee repose,

And may sweet sleep mine eye-lids close

;

Sleep, that may me more vig'rous make
To serve my God, when I awake.

When in the night I sleepless lie,

My soul with heav'nly thoughts supply;

Let no ill dreams disturb my rest,

No powers of darkness me molest.

May guardian angels, while I sleep,

Close to my bed their vigils keep

;

Their love angelical instil,

Stop every avenue of ill

!

May they celestial joys rehearse,

And thought to thought with me converse

;

Or, in my stead, all the night long,

Sing to my God a grateful song

!

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow,

Praise Him all creatures here below

;

Praise Him above, ye heav'nly host,

Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,
b 2
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MIDNIGHT HYMN.—Bp. Kerrn.

My God ! now I from sleep awake,

The sole possession of me take
;

From midnight terrors me secure,

And guard my heart from thoughts impure.

Bless'd angels ! while we silent lie,

You hallelujahs sing on high :

You joyful hymn the Ever-blest

Before the throne, and never rest.

I with your choir celestial join

In offer'ing up a hymn divine

;

With you in heav'n I hope to dwell,

And bid the night and world farewell.

O ! when shall I, in endless day,

For ever chase dark sleep away,

And hymns with the supernal choir

Incessant sing, and never tire !

Bless'd Jesu ! Thou, on heav'n intent,

Whole nights hast in devotion spent

;

But T, frail creature, soon am tir'd,

And all my zeal is soon expir'd.

Shine on me, Lord, new life impart,

Fresh ardours kindle in my heart

;

One ray of Thy all-quick'ning light

Dispels the sloth and clouds of night.
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Lord ! lest the Tempter me surprise,

Watch over Thy own Sacrifice

;

All loose, all idle thoughts, cast out,

And make my very dreams devout.

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow,

Praise Him all creatures here below

;

Praise Him above, ye heav'nly host,

Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.

HYMN FOR A CHILD.

O great and glorious God above,

Fountain of Light, and Source of Love;

With raised hands and bended knee

An infant lifts her prayer to Thee.

merciful and gracious Lord!
Teach me to understand thy word

;

Teach me in childhood's early hour

To love Thy Name, to fear Thy Power:

To know that my Redeemer gave

His precious blood my soul to save

;

Oh ! may my soul but grateful prove,

For that amazing act of love

!

When adverse storms obscure my sky,

Oh ! let me feel that thou art nigh

;

Or if prosperity be mine,

That all which I possess is thine.

b3
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PRAISE TO GOD.—Dr. Watts.

How glorious is our heav'nly King,

Who reigns above the sky

!

How shall a child presume to sing

His dreadful Majesty?

How great His pow'r is, none can tell,

Nor think how large His grace

;

Not men below, nor saints that dwell

On high before His face.

Not angels that stand round the Lord
Can search His secret will

:

But they perform His heav'nly word,

And sing His praises still.

Then let me join this holy train,

And my first off 'rings bring;

Th' eternal God will not disdain

To hear an infant sing.

My heart resolves, my tongue obeys,

And angels shall rejoice

To hear their mighty Maker's praise

Sound from a feeble voice.
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PRAISE FOR MERCIES.—Dr. Watts.

Whexe'er I take my walks abroad,

How many poor I see;

What shall I render to my God,
For all His gifts to me ?

Not more than others I deserve,

Yet God has given me more

;

For I have food, while others starve,

Or beg from door to door.

How many children, in the street,

Half naked I behold;

While I am cloth'd from head to feet,

And cover'd from the cold

!

While some poor wretches scarce can tell,

Where they may lay their head,

I have a home wherein to dwell,

And rest upon my bed.

While others early learn to swear,

And curse, and lie, and steal,

Lord, I am taught Thy Name to fear,

And do Thy holy will.

Are these Thy mercies, day by day,

To me above the rest ?

Then let me love Thee more than they,

And try to serve Thee best.

b 4
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THE ALL-SEEING GOD.—Dr. Watts.

Almighty God, Thy piercing eye

Strikes thro' the shades of night,

And our most secret actions lie

All open to Thy sight.

There's not a sin that we commit,

Nor wicked word we say,

But in Thy dreadful book 'tis writ,

Against the judgment-day.

And must the crimes that I have done

Be read and publish'd there ?

Be all expos'd before the sun,

While men and angels hear?

Lord, at Thy feet asham'd I lie;

Upward I dare not look ;

Pardon my sins before I die,

And blot them from Thy book.

Remember all the dying pains

That my Redeemer felt,

And let His blood wash out my stains,

And answer for my guilt.

O may I now for ever fear

T' indulge a sinful thought,

Since the great God can see and hear,

And writes down ev'ry fault.
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THE LORD'S DAY.—Dr. Watts.

This is the day when Christ arose

So early from the dead

;

Why should I keep my eye-lids clos'd,

And waste my hours in bed ?

This is the day when Jesus broke

The pow'r of death and hell

;

And shall I still wear Satan's yoke,

And love my sins so well ?

To-day with pleasure Christians meet,

To pray, and hear the word

:

And 1 would go with willing feet

To learn Thy will, O Lord !

I'll leave my sports to read and pray,

And so prepare for heaven ;

O may I love this blessed day,

The best of all the seven !

THE SABBATH.—Rev. Wm. Mason.

Again returns the day of holy rest,

Which when He made the world Jehovah blest;

When like his own he bade our labours cease,

And all be piety, and all be peace.

b 5
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While impious men despise the sage decree,

From "vain deceit, and false philosophy,"

Let us its wisdom own, its blessings feel,

Receive with gratitude, perform with zeal.

Let us devote this consecrated day

To learn His will, and all we learn obey;

In pure religion's hallow'd duties share,

And join in penitence, and join in prayer.

So shall the God of mercy pleas' d receive

That only tribute man has power to give

;

So shall He hear, while fervently we raise

Our choral harmony in hymns of praise.

CHORUS.

Father of Heaven ! in whom our hopes confide,

Whose pow'r defends us, and whose precepts

guide;

In life our Guardian, and in death our Friend,

Glory supreme be Thine, till time shall end.

EVENING.

Soon will the evening star, with silver ray,

Shed its mild lustre on this sacred day

;

Resume we then, ere sleep and silence reign,

The rites that holiness and Heaven ordain.
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Still let each awful truth our thoughts engage,

That shines reveal'd on inspiration's page

;

Nor those blest hours in vain amusement waste,

Which all who lavish shall lament at last.

Here humbly let us hope our Maker's smile

Will crown, with meet success, our weekly toil;

And here, on each returning Sabbath join

In prayer, in penitence, and praise divine.

CHORUS.

Father of Heaven ! in whom our hopes confide,

Whose pow'r defends us, and whose precepts

guide

;

In life our Guardian, and in death our Friend,

Glory supreme be Thine, till time shall end.

THE LORD'S SUPPER.

Hail sacred feast, which Jesus makes,

Rich banquet of His flesh and blood

!

Thrice happy he, who here partakes

That sacred cup, that heav'nly food.

Why are its dainties all in vain

Before unwilling hearts display'd ?

Was not for you the Victim slain ?

Are you denied the children's bread?
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! let thy table honoured be,

And cloth'd in wedding robes thy guests

And may each soul salvation see,

That here its sacred pledges tastes

!

Let crouds approach Thy table, Lord,
With hearts prepar'd let all attend,

Nor when we leave our Father's board

The pleasure or the profit end.

SECOND SUNDAY IN ADVENT.

Tn the sun and moon and stars

Signs and wonders there shall be,

Earth shall quake with inward wars,

Nations with perplexity.

Soon shall ocean's hoary deep,

Tossed with stronger tempests, rise,

Wilder storms the mountains sweep,

Louder thunders rock the skies.

Evil thoughts shall shake the proud,

Racking doubt and restless fear;

And amid the thunder cloud

Shall the Judge of men appear.

But though from that awful face

Heaven shall fade and earth shall fly,

Fear not ye, His chosen race,

Your redemption draweth nigh !
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FOURTH SUNDAY IN ADVENT.

The Lord shall come, the earth shall quake,

The hills their fixed seats forsake

;

And, withering from the vault of night,

The stars shall pale their feeble light.

The Lord shall come ! but not the same

As once in lowly guise He came,

A silent Lamb before His foes,

A weary Man and full of woes.

The Lord shall come, a dreadful form,

With rainbow wreath and robes of storm,

On cherub wings and wings of wind,

Anointed Judge of human kind.

Can this be He, who, wont to stray,

A pilgrim on the world's high-way,

Oppressed by power, and mocked by pride !

Is this, is this, the crucified ?

Now pride and pow'r astonish'd fly

The terrors of His alter'd eye ;

While Faith, ascending from the tomb,

In triumph shouts " The Lord is come."
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CHRISTMAS-DAY.

Hark ! the herald-angels sing,

Glory to the new-born King

!

Peace on earth, and mercy mild,

God and sinners reconcil'd.

Joyful all ye nations rise,

Join the triumphs of the skies

;

With th' angelic host proclaim,

Christ is born in Bethlehem!

CHORUS.

Hark ! the herald-angels sing,

Glory to the new-born King

!

Christ, by highest heaven ador'd !

Christ, the everlasting Lord!
Long foretold behold him come,

Offspring of a Virgin's womb.
Veil'd in flesh the Godhead see,

Hail the incarnate Deity

!

Pleas'd as man with men t' appear,

Jesus, our Immanuel here.

CHORUS.

Hark ! the herald-angels sing,

Glory to the new-born King

!
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Hail the heav'n-born Prince of Peace!

Hail the Sun of Righteousness

!

Light and life to all He brings,

Ris'n with healing in his wings.

Mild He lays His glory by
;

Born that man no more may die

;

Born to raise the sons of earth,

Born to give them second birth.

CHORUS.

Hark ! the herald-angels sing,

Glory to the new-born King

!

INNOCENTS' DAY.

O weep not o'er thy children's tomb,

O Rachel weep not so !

The bud is cropt by martyrdom,

The flower in heaven shall blow.

Firstlings of faith ! the murderer's knife

Fail'd of its deadly aim,

The God for whom they gave their life,

Has given His own for them.

Tho' evil were their days and few,

Baptiz'd in blood and pain,

He knows them, whom they never knew,

And thev shall live again.
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Then weep not o'er thy children's tomb,
O Rachael weep not so

!

The bud is cropt by martyrdom,

The flower in heaven shall blow.

A MORNING HYMN ON EASTER DAY.

Bp. Home.

Hark! the shrill herald of the morn
Begins the sons of men to warn,

And bids them all arise,

To celebrate His great renown,

Who sends the light refulgent down,

To bless our longing eyes.

At this the fainting shadows die,

The pow'rs of darkness swiftly fly

Before the morning star

;

Pale trembling murder dares not stay

;

And fiends, abash' d at sight of day,

Back to their den repair.

'Tis this the weary sailor cheers,

Who now no more the tempest hears,

Which morning bids to cease

:

Q ! come that day-spring from on high,

When discord shall with darkness fly,

And all be light and peace.
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'Twas this that drew repentant tears

From Peter, led by worldly fears

His Master to disown
;

Warned by the monitor of the day,

He cast the works of night away,

And sought th' abjured Sun.

Whene'er the bird of dawning crows,

He tells us all how Peter rose,

And mark'd us out the road ;

That each disciple might begin,

And wake, like him, from sleep and sin

To think betimes on God.

Smote by the eye that looks on all,

Let us, obedient to the call,

Arise to weep and pray

;

Till mournful, as on sin we muse,

Faith, like an angel, tells the news,

" The Lord is ris'n to day."

PRAYER.—J. Bowdler, Jun.

Father of Good, to whom belong

My morning vow, my evening song

;

Again, with trembling joy, to Thee,

A wayward child, I bend my knee.

Myriads of angels guard Thy throne,

And I am little, I am one

;

Yet all Thy works Thine eyes survey

:

Then hear and help me while I pray.
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Thy gifts my days with gladness crown;

Sin, only sin, hath bowed me down.

Lord, touch my heart, and make me know
My Saviour's worth, my Saviour's woe

!

Then shall my angry will be tame ;

Then shall I learn and weep my shame ;

The weight of wrath in judgment due

Shall feel, and feel Thy mercy too.

Yet not for pard'ning grace alone

I breathe a suppliant sinner's groan:

Pardon and love are both divine

;

Then give me both, and make me Thine.

Thy pard'ning grace my fears shall quell

;

But love shall pride and sin expel

;

While faith, in every danger nigh,

Gives strength, and peace, and liberty.

So, as T walk my earthly way,

Thy mercy, Lord, my steps shall stay

;

Brighten with hope my saddest hours,

And strew the pilgrim path with flowers.

And so, while life and breath are mine,

Shall ev'ry power in concert join

To praise the God, to whom belong

My morning vow and evening song.
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THE SYMPATHY OF CHRIST.

When gathering clouds around I view,

And days are dark, and friends are few,

On Him I lean, who, not in vain,

Experienced every human pain ;

He feels my grief, allays my fears,

And counts and treasures up my tears.

If ought should tempt my soul to stray

From heavenly wisdom's narrow way,

To fly the good I would pursue,

Or do the sin I would not do,

Still He who felt temptation's power

Will guard me in that dangerous hour.

If wounded love my bosom swell,

Deceived by those I prized too well,

He shall His pitying aid bestow,

Who felt on earth severer woe

;

At once betrayed, denied, or fled

By those who shared His daily bread.

When sorrowing o'er some stone I bend

Which covers all that was a friend,

And from his voice, his hand, his smile,

Divides me for a little while,

Thou, Saviour, mark'st the tears I shed,

For Thou didst weep o'er Lazarus dead.
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When vexing thoughts within me rise,
And sore dismayed my spirit dies

;

When writhing on the bed of pain
I supplicate for rest in vain;
Still, still, my soul shall think of Thee,
Thy bloody sweat and agony.

And oh ! when I have safely past
Through every conflict but the last,

Wilt Thou who once for me hast bled,
In all my sickness make my bed ?

Then point to realms of endless day,
And wipe the latest tear away.

CREATION AND REDEMPTION,
Dr. Carlisle.

Lord, when we creation scan,
What Thy power has done for man,
All our conscious hearts agree,
How much men must owe to Thee.

Every note that cheers the vale,
Every sweet that scents the gale,
Every blooming flower we see,

Tells that Joy we owe to Thee.

Every breath that heaves the breast,
Every sound by voice exprest,

Every thought the mind sets free,
Tells that Life we owe to Thee.
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But when we redemption view,

Gaze on all Thy love could do;

Lord ! our grateful hearts agree,

How much more we owe to Thee.

When we think what we had been,

Sunk in sorrow, lost in sin

;

Saved from sin, from sorrow free,

More than joy we owe to Thee.

When we hear our Master say,

" Death is vanquished, Come away,

Heaven is your's," we all must see

More than life we owe to Thee.

GOD'S MERCIES.—Addison.

When all thy mercies, O my God,
My rising soul surveys;

Transported with the view, I'm lost

In wonder, love, and praise.

O ! how shall words with equal warmth
The gratitude declare,

That glows within my ravish'd heart ?

But Thou canst read it there.

Thy providence my life sustain'd,

And all my wants redrest,

When in the silent womb I lay,

And hung upon the breast.
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To all my weak complaints and cries,

Thy mercy lent an ear,

'Ere yet my feeble thoughts had learnt

To form themselves in pray'r.

Unnumber'd comforts to my soul

Thy tender care bestow'd,

Before my infant heart conceived

From whom those comforts flow'd.

When in the slippery paths of youth,

With heedless steps 1 ran,

Thine arm unseen convey'd me safe,

And led me up to man.

Through hidden dangers, toils, and deaths,

It gently cleared my way,

And through the pleasing snares of vice,

More to be fear'd than they.

When worn with sickness, oft hast Thou
With health renew'd my face,

And when in sin and sorrow sunk,

Reviv'd my soul with grace.

Thy bounteous hand with worldly bliss

Has made my cup run o'er,

And in a kind and faithful friend

Has doubled all my store.

Ten thousand thousand precious gifts

My daily thanks employ,
1

Nor is the least a grateful heart,

That tastes those gifts with joy.
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Through every period of my life,

Thy goodness I'll pursue;

And after death in distant worlds

The glorious theme renew.

When Nature fails, and day and night

Divide Thy works no more,

My ever grateful heart, O Lord,
Thy mercy shall adore.

Through all eternity to Thee

A joyful song I'll raise,

For oh ! eternity's too short

To utter all Thy praise,

GOD'S PROVIDENTIAL CARE.—Addison.

How are Thy servants blest, O Lord !

How sure is their defence !

Eternal Wisdom is their guide,

Their help, Omnipotence.

In foreign realms, and lands remote,

Supported by Thy care,

Through burning climes I pass'd unhurt,

And breath'd untainted air.

Thy mercy sweeten'd ev'ry soil,

Made every region please;

The hoary Alpine hills it warm'd,

And smooth'd the Tyrrhene seas.
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Think, O my soul, devoutly think,

How with affrighted eyes,

Thou saw'st the wide extended deep

In all its horrors rise

!

Confusion dwelt in every face,

And fear in every heart

;

When waves on waves, and gulphs in gulphs,

Overcame the pilot's art.

Yet then from all my griefs, O Lord,

Thy mercy set me free,

Whilst in the confidence of pray'r,

My soul took hold on Thee.

For though in dreadful whirls we hung

High on the broken wave,

I knew Thou wert not slow to hear,

Nor impotent to save.

The storm was laid, the winds retir'd,

Obedient to Thy will

;

The sea, that roar'd at Thy command,
At Thy command was still.

In midst of dangers, fears, and death,

Thy goodness I'll adore,

And praise Thee for Thy mercies past,

And humbly hope for more.

My life, if Thou preservst my life,

, Thy sacrifice shall be

;

And death, when death must be my doom,

Shall join my soul to Thee.
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DAY OF JUDGMENT.—Addison.

When rising from the bed of Death,

O'erwhelm'd with guilt and fear,

I see ray Maker, face to face,

how shall I appear

!

If yet, while pardon may be found,

And mercy may be sought,

My heart with inward horror shrinks,

And trembles at the thought

;

When Thou, O Lord, shalt stand disclos'd,

In majesty severe,

And sit in judgment on my soul,

! how shall I appear

!

But Thou hast told the troubled mind,

Who does her sins lament,

The timely tribute of her tears

Shall endless woe prevent.

Then see my sorrows, my God,

Ere yet it be too late;

And hear my Saviour's dying groans,

To give those sorrows weight.

For never shall my soul despair

Her pardon to procure,

Who knows thine only Son has died

To make her pardon sure.

c
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ADDRESS TO THE DEITY.—Merrick.

PART I.

God of my health, whose tender care

First gave me pow'r to move,

How shall my thankful heart declare

The wonders of Thy love ?

While void of thought and sense I lay,

Dust of my parent earth,

Thy breath inform'd the sleeping clay,

And call'd me to the birth.

From Thee the parts their fashion took,

And, ere my life begun,

Within the volume of Thy book

Were written one by one.

Thine eye beheld in open view

The yet unfinish'd plan

;

The shadowy lines Thy pencil drew,

And form'd the future man.

Oh ! may this frame, which rising grew

Beneath thy plastic hands,

Be studious ever to pursue

Whate'er Thy will commands.

The soul which moves this earthly load,

Thy semblance let it bear,

Nor lose the traces of the God,
Who stamp'd His image there.



HYMNS. 27

PART II.

Thou, who within this earthly shrine

Hast pour'd Thy quick'ning ray,

Oh ! let Thy influence on me shine,

And purge each mist away.

With curious search let others ask

Through Nature's depth to see

;

Oh ! teach my soul the better task,

To know itself and Thee.

Teach me to know how weak the mind

That yields to erring pride

;

x\nd make my doubting reason find

Thy word its safest guide.

Let me not, lost in learning's maze,

Religion's flame resign :

For what's the worth of human praise,

Compared, my God, to Thine ?

Keep in my soul the strong delight,

The hopes that in me rise,

While Faith presents before my sight

The bliss that never dies.

Oh ! be those hopes my only boast,

That faith my whole employ;

Till faith in knowledge shall be lost,

And hope in fullest joy.

c 2
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PART III.

Where'er I turn my wakeful thought,

Unnumber'd foes I see ;

Guide of my youth, forsake me not,

But lead me safe to Thee.

As on I press, distrust and doubt

Dissuasive step between

;

While pleasures tempt me from without,

And passions war within.

Yet fix'd on Thee, I lose each fear,

Each vain assault I brave

;

I know Thee, Lord, not slow to hear,

Nor impotent to save.

Oh ! cast my errors from Thy sight,

And let them pass away
Unheeded, as a watch by night,

Or as a cloud by day.

So while, in secret thought arraign'd,

O'er my past life I go,

And mark how oft I urg'd Thy hand
To strike th' avenging blow

:

So oft shall my repeated lays

My thankful heart declare,

And joy to celebrate Thy praise,

Whose mercy deign'd to spare.
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ON THE WORKS OF CREATION.

Beauty complete, and majesty divine,

In all Thy works, ador'd Creator, shine.

Where'er I cast my wond'ring eyes around,

The God I seek in every part is found.

Pursuing Thee, the flow'ry fields I trace,

And read Thy name on ev'ry spire of grass.

I follow Thee thro* many a lonely shade,

And find Thee in the solitary glade.

I meet Thee in the kind refreshing gale,

That gently passes thro' the dewy vale.

The pink, the jasmin, and the purple rose,

Perfum'd by Thee, their flagrant leaves disclose,

The feather'd choir, that welcome in the spring,

By Thee were taught their various notes to sing.

By Thee the Morning in her crimson vest

And ornaments of golden clouds is drest.

The Sun, in all his splendour, wears Thy beams,

And drinks in light from Thy exhaustless streams.

The Moon reveals Thee by her glimm'ring ray;

Unnumber'd Stars Thy glorious paths display.

Amidst the solemn darkness of the night,

The thoughts of God my musing soul delight.

Thick shades and night Thy dread pavilion form

;

I n state Thou rid'st upon the flying storm

;

While Thy strong hand its fiercest rage restrains,

And holds the wild unmanag'd winds in reins.

What sparklings of Thy majesty appear,

When thro' the firmament swift lightnings glare 1

c3
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When peals of thunder fill the skies around,

I hear Thy voice in the tremendous sound.

But, oh ! how small a part is known of Thee,

From all Thy works 1 immense variety.

Whatever mortal men perfection name,

Thou, in an infinite degree, dost claim.

And while I here Thy faintest shadows trace,

I pine to see the glories of Thy face

;

Where beauty, in its never-changing height

And uncreated excellence, shines bright.

When shall the heav'nly scene, without control,

Open in dazzling triumph on my soul?

My pow'rs, with all their ardour, shall adore,

And languish for terrestrial charms no more.

THE BIBLE.

Hail sacred volume of eternal truth

!

Thou staff ofage ! thou guide of wand'ring youth

!

Thou art the race which all that run shall win,

Thou the sole shield against the darts of sin

;

Thou giv'st the weary rest, the poor man wealth,

Strength to the weak, and to the lazar health.

Lead me, my King ! my Saviour ! and my God 1

Through all those paths thy sainted servants trod !

Teach me thy twofold nature to explore,

Copy the human, the Divine adore.
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To want with patience, to abound with fear,

And walk between presumption and despair.

Then shall thy blood wash out the stain of guilt,

And not in vain, for me, even me, be spilt.

VENI CREATOR SP1RITUS.

Paraphrased by Dryden.

Creator Spirit, by whose aid

The world's foundations first were laid,

Come visit every pious mind
;

Come pour Thy joys on human kind

;

From sin and sorrow set us free,

And make Thy temples worthy Thee.

source of uncreated light,

The Father's promised Paraclete

!

Thrice holy fount, thrice holy fire,

Our hearts with heavenly love inspire

;

Come, and Thy sacred unction bring

To sanctify us, while we sing.

Plenteous of grace, descend from high,

Rich in Thy sevenfold energy !

Thou strength of His almighty hand,

Whose power does heaven and earth command,

Proceeding Spirit, our defence, 1

Who dost the gift of tongues dispense, >

And crown'st thy gift with eloquence, 5

vol. i. c 4
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Refine and purge our earthly parts

;

But, oh, inflame and fire our hearts

!

Our frailties help, our vice control,

Submit the senses to the soul ;

And when rebellious they are grown,

Then lay Thy hand, and hold them down.

Chase from our minds the infernal foe,

And peace, the fruit of love, bestow
;

And lest our feet should step astray,

Protect and guide us in the way.

Make us eternal truths receive,

And practise all that we believe :

Give us Thyself, that we may see

The Father, and the Son, by Thee.

Immortal honour, endless fame,

Attend the Almighty Father's name :

The Saviour Son be glorified,

Who for lost man's redemption died

:

And equal adoration be,

Eternal Paraclete, to Thee.

FOR A CHARITY SERMON.—J. Boivdler, Jun.

God, from his throne above the skies,

This darkling orb surveys ;

And bids the sun in glory rise

To cheer a guilty race.
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Alike to court and lowly glen,

Alike to friend and foe,

Freely for all the sons of men,

His daily bounties flow.

Nor rich with mercies less divine,

III Manuel's holy name,

When, Heir and Lord of Judah's line,

The great Deliverer came.

No bounded love, no partial grace,

The heavenly heralds sung;

They told of joy to every race,

Of praise in every tongue.

For wide as ocean ranges round,

And far as winds can rove,

From Salem swell'd the solemn sound

Of pardon, peace, and love.

Oh ! then, while winged to Heaven in prayer

Our grateful accents flow,

For all the gifts we freel}* share,

And all the hopes we know :

Be our's the joy with ready zeal

To hail a Father's will

;

The love a Saviour felt to feel,

The work he wrought fulfil.

So through the earth shall mercy reign,

And God, by mercy won,

Receive his long-lost world again,

The kingdom of his Son.

c 5
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THANKFULNESS.—J. Bawdier, Jun.

Sing to the Lord with cheerful voice,

From realm to realm the notes shall sound,

And heaven's exulting sons rejoice

To bear the full Hosanna round.

When starting from the shades of night,

At dread Jehovah's high behest,

The sun array'd his limbs in light,

And earth her virgin beauty dress'd
;

Thy praise transported Nature sung

In pealing chorus wide and far;

The echoing vault with rapture rung,

And shouted ev'ry morning star.

When bending from His native sky,

The Lord of Life in mercy came,

And laid his bright effulgence by,

To bear on earth a human name

;

The song, by cherub voices raised,

Roll'd through the dark blue depths above,

And Israel's shepherds heard, amazed,

The seraph notes of peace and love.

And shall not man the concert join,

For whom this bright creation rose;

For whom the fires of morning shine,

And eve's still lamps that woo repose ?
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And shall not he the chorus swell,

Whose form the incarnate Godhead wore ?

Whose guilt, whose fears, whose triumphs tell

How deep the wounds his Saviour bore!

Long as yon glittering arch shall bend,

Long as yon orbs in glory roll,

Long as the streams of life descend,

To cheer with hope the fainting soul

;

Thy praise shall fill each grateful voice,

Shall bid the song of rapture sound
;

And heaven's exulting sons rejoice

To bear the full Hosanna round.

THE SABBATH.—J. Bowdler, Jun.

When God from dust created man,

Six days beheld the growing plan,

Six days His power confess'd
;

T .e seventh, in festal joy arrayed,

His perfect work, well-pleased, surveyed

The Almighty Sire, and bless'd.

And, mindful of that solemn day,

His grateful sons their homage pay

Before the eternal throne
;

With hymns of praise and pious prayer,

His everlasting rest declare,

And, joyful, wait their own.
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For, not in vain, by twilight here,

With many a doubt, and many a fear,

Our pilgrim path we tread
;

A little learn, a little do,

Observe, discover, hope, pursue,

—

And mingle with the dead.

Beyond the dark and stormy bound,

That guards our dull horizon round,

A lovelier vale extends ;

Messiah rules in mercy there,

And o'er His altar, bright in air,

The morning star ascends.

Oh ! holy seat of love and peace,

The sounds of war and conflict cease,

Within thy quiet reign ;

And every flower of fairest hue,

That once in favored Eden grew,

Shall rise and bloom again.

For Thee, the early patriarch sighed,

Thy distant glory faint descried,

And hailed the blest abode :

A stranger here, he sought a home,

Fixed in a city yet to come,

The city of his God.

And oft by Siloa's haunted stream,

In heavenly trance, or holy dream,

. To faithful Israel shewn,

Triumphant over all her foes,

The true, the living Salem rose,

Jehovah's promised throne.
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Yet, yet, a few short hours must run,

And, God's unchanging purpose done,

The immortal day shall dawn

;

Even now on yonder mountains grey,

Methinks, I see a wandering ray

Proclaim the approaching morn.

Come, Saviour, come, Creator Lord,

Substantial Light, Eternal Word,

Thy chosen seed redeem ;

Awake, as in the elder time,

And marshall all thy hosts sublime,

And bid thy banner stream.

And oh ! while yet we linger here,

With promised grace descend and cheer

Our doubtful path below ;

That strong in faith, and warm with love,

With steady aim our feet may move,

Our grateful bosoms glow.

LITANY.

Saviour, when in dust to Thee

Low we bend the adoring knee
;

When, repentant, to the skies

Scarce we lift our weeping eyes :

Oh, by all thy pain and woe,

(Suffered once for man below,)

Bending from Thy throne on high,

Hear our solemn Litany !

By Thy helpless infant years,

By Thy life of want and tears,
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By Thy days of sore distress

In the savage wilderness
;

By the dread mysterious hour

Of the insulting tempter's power,

Turn, oh turn, a favouring eye,

Hear our solemn Litany

!

By the sacred griefs that wept

O'er the grave where Lazarus slept
;

By the boding tears that flowed

Over Salem's loved abode
;

By the anguish'd sigh that told

Treachery lurk'd within thy fold
;

From thy seat above the sky

Hear our solemn Litany

!

By Thine hour of dire despair,

By Thine agony of prayer,

By the cross, the nail, the thorn,

Piercing spear, and torturing scorn,

By the gloom that veil'd the skies

O'er the dreadful sacrifice

;

Listen to our humble cry,

Hear our solemn Litany

!

By Thy deep expiring groan,

By the sad sepulchral stone,

By the vault, whose dark abode

Held in vain the rising God ;

Oh ! from earth to heaven restored,

Mighty, re-ascended Lord,
Listen, listen to the cry

Of our solemn Litany !
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FROM RELIGIO CLERICI.—Mowm.

Father, Redeemer, Comforter Divine !

This humble off'ring to Thy equal shrine

Here Thy unworthy servant grateful pays

Of undivided thanks, united praise,

For all those mercies, which at birth began,

And ceaseless flowed thro' life's long lengthened

span

;

Propt my frail frame thro' all the varied scene,

With health enough for many a day serene ;

Enough of science clearly to discern

How few important truths the wisest learn
;

Enough of arts ingenious to employ

The vacant hours, when graver studies cloy

;

Enough of wealth to serve each honest end,

The poor to succour, or assist a friend

;

Enough of faith in Scripture to descry,

That the sure hope of immortality,

Which only can the fear of death remove,

Flows from the fountain of Redeeming Love.

MORNING HYMN OF ADAM AND EVE.

Milton.

These are Thy glorious works, Parent of good,

Almighty ; Thine this universal frame,

Thus wondrous fair ; Thyself how wondrous then !
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Unspeakable, who sit'st above these heavens,

To us invisible, or dimly seen .

In these thy lowest works, yet these declare

Thy goodness beyond thought, and power Divine :

Speak, ye who best can tell, ye sons of light,

Angels, for ye behold Him, and with songs

And choral symphonies, day without night,

Circle His throne rejoicing
;
ye in heaven,

On earth join all ye creatures to extol

Him first, Him last, Him midst, and without end.

Thou Sun, of this great world both eye and soul,

Acknowlege Him thy greater ; sound his praise

In thy eternal course, both when thou climb'st,

And when high noon hast gain'd, and when thou

falPst.

Moon, that now meet'st the orient Sun, now fly'st

With the fixt Stars, fixt in their orb that flies,

And ye five other wandering Fires that move

In mystic dance not without song, resound

His praise, who out of darkness call'd up light.

His praise, ye Winds, that from four quarters blow,

Breathe soft or loud: and wave your tops, ye

Pines,

With every Plant, in sign of worship wave.

Fountains, and ye that warble as ye flow

Melodious murmurs, warbling tune his praise.

Join voices all ye living Souls, ye Birds,

That singing up to heaven's gate ascend,

Bear on your wings, and in your notes, His

1 praise

;

Ye that in waters glide, and ye that walk
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The earth, and stately tread, or lowly creep ;

Witness if I be silent, morn or even,

To hill or valley, fountain or fresh shade,

Made vocal by my song, and taught His praise

;

Hail, universal Lord, be bounteous still

To give us only good ; and if the night

Have gather'd ought of evil, or conceal'd,

Disperse it, as now light dispels the dark.





PSALMS,

OTHER PARTS OF SCRIPTURE,

TRANSLATED OR IMITATED.

FIRST PSALM IMITATED.

Happy, ! happy is his state,

Whose thoughts are always right

;

Whose zeal the wicked ne'er abate,

Whom no ill words delight:

But who the law of God pursues,

In all he thinks, in all he does ;

And, only earnest to obey,

Makes it his study night and day.

Like some fair tree a brook beside,

Whose waters nourish as they glide,

And keep it ever green,

Which blossoms cover in the spring,

Which autumn's golden honors bring

So shall this man be seen.
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For God, in whom- he puts his trust,

Is ever good, is ever just

;

And will his righteous servant give,

Tn constant peace and joy to live.

But hapless is the sinner's fate !

Whose thoughts to error tend ;

To whom examples laws create,

Whom every wind can bend

:

Fictitious hope his fancy feeds

;

He restless toils, yet ne'er succeeds ;

But sees the prospects he design'd

Dispers'd, like chaff before the wind.

Such is the order here of things,

Which from the wisest Being springs,

That evil works in vain ;

Goodness still draws its own reward,

While those who wicked ends regard,

Pursue and purchase pain.

For high injustice and in might,

God still to man dispenses right

:

Still to the good shall life supply,

And let the stubborn sinner die.

PSALM XIII—New Version.

How long wilt thou forget me, Lord ?

,
Must I for ever mourn?

How long; wilt Thou withdraw from me ?

Oh ! never to return ?
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How long shall anxious thoughts my soul,

And grief my heart oppress ?

How long my enemies insult,

And I have no redress ?

Oh, hear ! and to my longing eyes

Restore thy wonted light ;

And suddenly, or I shall sleep

Tn everlasting nisrht.

Then shall my song, with praise inspir'd,

To thee my God ascend,

Who to thy servant in distress

Such bounty did'st extend.

PSALM XV—New Version.

Lord, who's the happy man, that may
To Thy blest courts repair

;

Not, stranger like, to visit them,

But to inhabit there ?

'Tis He whose ev'ry thought and deed

By rules of virtue moves

;

Whose generous tongue disdains to speak

The thing his heart disproves.

Who never did a slander forge,

His neighbour's fame to wound;
Nor hearken to a false report,

By malice whisper'd round.
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Who vice, in all its pomp and pow'r,

Can treat with just neglect

;

And piety, though cloath'd in rags,

Religiously respect.

Who to his plighted vows and trust

Has ever firmly stood

:

And, tho* he promise to his loss,

Yet makes his promise good.

The man, who, by this steady course,

Has happiness ensur'd,

When earth's foundation shakes, shall stand,

By providence secur'd.

PSALM XV.—Mason.

Lord ! who may to thy love aspire,

Or hope to join thy heavenly choir
;

But he who rests on thee his trust,

Whose thoughts are pure, his actions just,

Whose word is truth, whose open heart

Disdains the mean disguise of art

;

Who, swift to praise, as slow to blame,

Guards as his own his neighbour's fame.

Despising earthly pomp and state,

He knows the good alone are great.

If danger wakes, or justice sleeps,

Alike, if giv'n, his word he keeps.
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No gains luxurious swell his hoard,

No guiltless blood embrues his sword
;

Whom no rewards to vice allure,

He, walking wisely, walketh sure.

PSALM XIX.—Addison.

The spacious firmament on high,

With all the blue ethereal sky,

And spangled heavens, a shining frame,

Their great Original proclaim :

Th' unwearied sun, from day to day,

Does his Creator's pow'r display,

And publishes to every land

The work of an Almighty hand.

Soon as the evening shades prevail,

The moon takes up the wond'rous tale,

And nightly to the listening earth

Repeats the story of her birth :

Whilst all the stars that round her burn,

And all the planets in their turn,

Confirm the tidings as they roll,

And spread the truth from pole to pole.

What though, in solemn silence, all

Move round the dark terrestrial ball ?

What though no real voice nor sound

Amid their radiant orbs be found ?
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In reason's ear they all rejoice,

And utter forth a glorious voice,

For ever singing, as they shine,

" The Hand that made us is Divine."

PSALM XXIII.—Addison.

The Lord my pasture shall prepare,

And feed me with a shepherd's care :

His presence shall my wants supply,

And guard me with a watchful eye

;

My noon-day walks He shall attend,

And all my midnight hours defend.

When in the sultry glebe I faint,

Or on the thirsty mountain pant

;

To fertile vales and dewy meads

My weary wand'ring steps He leads

;

Where peaceful rivers, soft and slow,

Amid the verdant landscape flow.

Though in the paths of death I tread,

With gloomy horrors overspread,

My stedfast heart shall fear no ill,

For thou, O Lord, art with me still

;

Thy friendly crook shall give me aid,

And guide me through the dreadful shade.

Though in a bare and rugged way,

Through devious lonely wilds I stray,
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Thy bounty shall my pains beguile,

The barren wilderness shall smile,

With sudden greens and herbage crown'd,

And streams shall murmur all round.

PSALM XXIII. PARAPHRASED.

The Lord Jehovah doth my spirit keep,

The great good Shepherd of the chosen sheep

;

How then, alas ! how can I repine,

When all that is, is Ch rist's, and Christ is mine ?

Oft on my journey as I pant for rest,

With hunger famish' d, and with thirst opprest;

Far from the dusty whirl of care and strife,

He gently leads me to the Word of Life :

There on the arm of Faith my head reclin'd,

In pleasant pastures sweet repose I find

;

Where springs for evermore, from holy ground,

Each herb for med'cine or for food renown'd ;

A crystal stream, the solace of our woes,

From God's high throne, thro' all those pastures

flov s

;

Of this world's lust to quench the burning heat,

And all her sorrows make the soul forget.

My Shepherd's love, O I how shall I repay ?

Who first recall'd me, when I went astray ;

From heav'n He came, and left the angels there,

To seek and save me, lost in deserts drear
;

For errors past, He paid the ransom down,

And gave me wisdom, and a strength unknown,

To find and keep the way that leads to glory's crown.

D
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What tho' betwixt us lies Death's shadowy vale,

And clouds and darkness on the prospect dwell,

The path I tread, my Saviour trod before,

And that blest tree, which once His body bore,

Firm grasp'd by Hope, is ever at my side,

A rod to conquer, and a staff to guide.

This shall conduct me thro' the dismal road,

And place me glorious on the mount of God,

Where heav'n's high King His table has prepared

For those who, while on earth, His sorrows shar'd;

Blest souls, who taste the mercies of the Lord,
And drink delights from cups exhaustless pour'd ;

Joy everlasting on their heads descends !

Behold, ye scorners, and despair, ye fiends.

Come, dearest Lord, all-gracious Shepherd, come,

And lead a poor lost sheep in safety home.

O! let Thy watchful care my steps attend,

'Till this sad pilgrim's life shall have an end;

Then, when the hand that gave, demands my
breath,

Crown all Thy mercies with a Christian death

;

My soul to Sion's hill let angels bear,

Amidst the flock redeemed to appear,

And with the Shepherd Lamb abide for ever there.
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PSALM XXIV.—J. Bowdler, Jun.

Jehovah's throne is fix'd above,

And bright through all the courts of love

His cherub choirs appear:

Ah! how shall man ascend so high,

A feeble race condemn'd to die,

The heirs of guilt and fear

!

Shall towering strength, or eagle flight,

Essay to win the sacred height

By saint and seraph trod ?

That living light, that holiest air,

The guileless heart alone shall share,

The pure behold their God.

Yet think not that with fruitless pain,

One tear shall drop, one sigh in vain

Repentant swell thy breast

;

See, see the great Redeemer come

To bear his exiled children home,

Triumphant to their rest.

Even now, from earth's remotest end,

Ten thousand thousand voices blend

To bless the Saviour's power:

Within Thy temple, Lord, we stand,

With willing heart, a pilgrim band,

And wait the promis'd hour.

d2
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Then high your golden portals raise,

Ye everlasting gates of praise,

Ye heavens the triumph share

;

Messiah comes, with all His train,

He comes to claim His purchas'd reign,

And rest for ever there

!

PSALM XXIX.—Merrick.

Sing, ye sons of might, sing

Praise to heaven's eternal King;

Pow'r and strength to Him assign,

And before His hallow'd shrine

Yield the homage that His name
From a creature's lips may claim.

Hark ! His voice in thunder breaks

Hush'd to silence, while He speaks,

Ocean's waves from pole to pole

Hear the awful accents roll

:

See, as louder yet they rise,

Echoing through the vaulted skies,

Loftiest cedars lie o'erthrown,

Cedars of steep Lebanon.

Now the bursting clouds give way,

And the vivid lightnings play,

And the wilds, by man untrod,

He.ar, dismay'd, th' approaching God.

Prostrate on the sacred floor,

Israel's sons His name adore,
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While His acts to every tongue

Yield its argument of song.

He the swelling surge commands;

Fix'd His throne for ever stands;

He "His people shall encrease,

"Arm with strength, and bless with peace."

PSALM XXXIV.—New Version.

Thro' all the changing scenes of life,

In trouble and in joy,

The praises of my God shall still

My heart and tongue employ.

Of His deliv' ranee I will boast,

Till all that are distrest,

From my example, comfort take,

And charm their griefs to rest.

magnify the Lord with me

;

With me exalt His name :

When in distress to Him I call'd,

fie to my rescue came.

Oh, make but trial of His love,

Experience will decide

How bless'd they are, and only they,

Who in His truth confide.

Fear Him, ye saints, and ye will then

Have nothing else to fear
;

Make you His service your delight,

Your wants shall be His care.

d3
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Deliverance to His saints he gives,

When His relief they crave :

He's nigh to heal the broken heart,

And contrite spirit save.

For God preserves the souls of those

Who on His truth depend
;

To them and their posterity

His blessings shall descend.

PSALM XXXIX.—Merrick.

Where, Lord, shall I my refuge see ?

On whom repose my hope but Thee ?

purge my guilt, nor let my foe

Exulting mock my heighten'd woe.

Convinc'd that Thy paternal hand

Inflicts but what my sins demand,

1 speechless sate : nor plaintive word,

Nor murmur, from my lips was heard.

But 0, in Thy appointed hour

Withdraw Thy rod ; lest Nature's pow'r,

While griefs on griefs my heart assail,

Unequal to the conflict, fail.

O, how Thy chastisements impair

The human form, however fair !

How frail the strongest frame we see,

If Thou the sinner's fate decree !

As when the fretting moths consume

The labour of the curious loom,
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The texture fails, the dyes decay,

And all its lustre fades away

:

Such, man, thy state ; then, humbled, own

That vanity and thou are one.

To Thee, great God, my knees I bend ;

To Thee my ceaseless prayers ascend ;

let my sorrows reach thine ears,

And mark my sighs, my groans, my tears.

God of my fathers ! here, as they,

1 walk the pilgrim of a day

;

A transient guest, Thy works admire,

And instant to my home retire.

spare me, Lord, awhile, spare,

And Nature's ruin'd strength repair,

E'er life's short circuit wander'd o'er,

1 perish, and am seen no more.

PSALM XLII.—J. Bowdler, Jun.

PART I.

As panting in the sultry beam
The hart desires the cooling stream,

So to Thy presence, Lord, I flee,

So longs my soul, God ! for Thee

;

Athirst to taste Thy living grace,

And see Thy glory face to face.

But rising griefs distress my soul,

And tears on tears successive roll

:

D 4
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For many an evil voice is near

To chide my woe, and mock my fear,

And silent Memory weeps alone,

O'er hours of peace and gladness flown.

For I have walked the happy round

That circles Sion's holy ground,

And gladly swell'd the choral lays

That hymn'd my great Redeemer's praise,

What time the hallow'd arch along

Responsive swell'd the solemn song.

Ah ! why, by passing clouds oppress'd,

Should vexing thoughts distract thy breast ?

Turn, turn to Him, in every pain,

Whom never suppliant sought in vain

;

Thy strength, in joy's ecstatic day,

Thy hope, when joy has pass'd away.

PART II.

God ! my heart within me faints,

And pours in sighs her deep complaints.

Yet many a thought shall linger still

By Carmel's height and Tabor's rill,

The Olive Mount my Saviour trod,

The rocks that saw and own'd their God,

The morning beam that wakes the skies,

Shall see my matin incense rise

;
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The ev'ning seraphs, as they rove,

Shall catch the notes of joy and love,

And sullen night, with drowsy ear,

The still repeated anthem hear.

My soul shall cry to Thee, Lord,

To Thee, supreme incarnate Word,
My rock and fortress, shield and friend,

Creator, Saviour, source and end;

And Thou wilt hear Thy servant's prayer,

Though Death and Darkness speak despair.

Ah ! why, by passing clouds oppress'd,

Should vexing thoughts distract thy breast ?

Turn, turn to Him in every pain,

Whom never suppliant sought in vain

;

Thy strength, in joy's ecstatic i ay,

Thy hope, when joy has pass'd away.

PSALM XL1I.—Dr. Cotton.

With fierce desire the hunted hart

Explores the cooling stream
;

Mine is a passion stronger far,

And mine a nobler theme.

Yes, with superior fervors, Lord,
I thirst to see Thy face

;

My languid soul would fain approach

The fountains of Thy grace.

d5
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Oh ! the great plenty o£ Thy house,

The rich refreshments there !

To live an exile from Thy courts

O'erwhelms me with despair.

In worship when I join'd Thy saints,

How sweetly pass'd my days !

Prayer my divine employment then,

And all my pleasure praise.

But now I 'm lost to every joy,

Because detain'd from Thee
;

Those golden periods ne'er return,

Or ne'er return to me.

Yet, my soul, why thus deprest,

And whence this anxious fear ?

Let former favours fix thy trust,

And check the rising tear.

When darkness lowr'd, when sorrows rose,

And press'd on every side,

Did not the Lord sustain thy steps,

And was not God thy guide ?

Affliction is a stormy deep,

Where wave resounds to wave
;

Tho' o'er my head the billows roll,

I know the Lord can save.

Perhaps, before the morning dawns,

, He'll reinstate my peace
;

For He, who bade the tempest roar,

Can bid the tempest cease.
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In the dark watches of the night

I'll count His mercies o'er
;

I'll praise Him for ten thousand past,

And humbly sue for more.

Then, my soul, why thus deprest,

And whence this anxious fear ?

Let former favours fix thy trust,

And check the rising tear.

Here will I rest, and build my hopes,

Nor murmur at His rod
;

He's more than all the world to me,

My health, my life, my God !

PSALM XLIX. IMITATED.

With musings sad my spirit teems,

My harp is strung to saddest themes
;

O mortal, hear its notes complain,

Nor shun a dark but faithful strain,

Whose simple length, tho' short, shall span

The mournful history of man.

Behold, where prosp'rous and elate

The rich upbuilds his haughty state,

Adds field to field, and tower to tower,

And flames, the meteor of an hour,

—

While poor, neglected, and forlorn,

The just in humble silence mourn.
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Yet envy not that pomp, ye just,

Which leans upon a base of dust

;

For 0, when Death, decreed, shall come
To shake the proud man's lofty dome,
Will profTer'd wealth avail to save,

Or ransoms bribe the ruthless grave >

Lo, streteh'd before his aching eyes,

A child, a wife, a brother lies :

His eager anxious cares in vain

The fleeting spirit would retain *

The form he clasps, resigns its breath,

And fills his blank embrace with death !

Again it strikes,—a second blow,

—

The man of pride himself is low !

Shall wealth, shall state attend the dead ?

'Tis only to his clay-cold bed

;

Carest by crouds, by hundreds known,

He fills the narrow house alone.

The funeral pomp returning slow—
The fading pageantry of woe

—

The gorgeous tomb—the solemn toll

—

Can these delight the parted soul ?

Or will remember'd grandeur cheer

The shivering, lonely traveller ?

And when that breathless wasting clay

Again shall feel the life-blood play

;

When on the cell where dark it lies

A morn of piercing light shall rise ;

Ah, whither then will guilt retire,

Or how sustain the eyes of fire ?
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Oh, man ! with Heaven's own honours bright,

And fall'st thou thus, thou child of light ?

And still shall heirs on heirs anew

The melancholy jest pursue,

And, horn the offspring of the sky,

In folly live, in darkness die ?

But I on Thee depend, Lord,

My hope, my help, and high reward !

Thy word illumes my feeble eyes,

Thy Spirit all my strength supplies

;

In sickness Thou my aid shalt be,

And death but gives me all to Thee !

PART OF THE LXXXIVth PSALM

IMITATED.

How deep the joy, Almighty Lord,

Thy altars to the heart afford !

With envying eyes I see

The swallow fly to nestle there,

And find within the house of pray'r

A bliss denied to me !

Compell'd, by day, to roam for food

Where scorching suns or tempests rude

Their angry influence fling,

O, gladly in that shelter'd nest

She smooths, at eve, her ruffled breast,

And folds her weary wing.
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Thrice happy wand'rer ! .fain would I,

Like thee, from ruder climates fly,

That seat of rest to share
;

Opprest with tumult, sick with wrongs,

How oft my fainting spirit longs

To lay its sorrows there !

ever on that holy ground,

The cov' ring-cherub Peace is found,

With brooding wings serene

:

And Charity's seraphic glow,

And gleams of glory that foreshow

A higher brighter scene.

For ev'n that refuge but bestows

A transient, tho' a sweet, repose

For one short hour allow'd :

—

Then upwards we shall take our flight

To hail a spring without a blight,-

A heav'n without a cloud !

PSALM LXXXIV.—Merrick.

How sweet Thy dwellings, Lord, how fail

What peace, what bliss, inhabit there !

With ardent hope, with strong desire,

My heart, my flesh, to Thee aspire ;

I burn to tread Thy courts, and Thee

My God, the living God, to see.
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Eternal King, within Thy dome

The sparrow finds her peaceful home ;

With her the dove, a licensed guest,

Assiduous tends her infant nest,

And to Thy altar's sure defence

Commits th' unfeather'd innocence.

Blest, who, like these, from day to day,

Within Thy house permitted stay,

Whose joyous tongue Thy mercies raise

To hymns of gratitude and praise.

Blest, who, their strength on Thee reclin'd,

Thy seat explore with constant mind,

And, Salem's distant tow'rs in view,

With active zeal their way pursue !

Secure the thirsty vale they tread,

While call'd from out their sandy bed,

(As down in grateful show'rs distill'd

The heav'ns their kindliest moisture yield,)

The copious springs their steps beguile,

And bid the cheerless desert smile.

From stage to stage advancing still,

Behold them reach fair Sion's hill,

And, prostate at her hallow'd shrine,

Adore the Majesty divine.

PSALM XCI1L

With glory clad, with strength array'd,

The Lord that o'er all nature reigns,

The world's foundation strongly laid,

And the vast fabric still sustains.
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How surely 'stablish'd is Thy throne !

Which shall no change of period see,

For thou, O Lord, and thou alone,

Art God from all eternity.

The floods, O Lord, lift up their voice,

And toss the troubled waves on high

;

But God above can still their noise;

And make the angry sea comply.

Thy promise, Lord, is ever sure
;

But they that in Thy house would dwell,

That happy station to secure,

Must still in holiness excel.

PSALM XCV.

come, loud anthems let us sing,

Loud thanks to our Almighty King

;

For we our voices high should raise,

When our Salvation's Rock we praise.

Into His presence let us haste,

To thank him for his favours past

;

To Him address, in joyful songs,

The praise that to His name belongs.

For God the Lord, enthroned in state,

,1s, with unrival'd glory, great

;

A King superior far to all

Whom gods the heathens falsely call.
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let us to His courts repair,

And bow with adoration there,

Down on our knees devoutly all

Before the Lord our Maker fall.

PSALM C.

With one consent, let all the earth

To God their cheerful voices raise,

Glad homage pay with awful mirth,

And sing before Him songs of praise :

Convinced that He is God alone,

From whom both we and all proceed ;

We, whom He chuses for His own,

The flock that He vouchsafes to feed.

enter then His temple gate,

Thence to His courts devoutly press,

And still your grateful hymns repeat,

And still His name with praises bless.

For He's the Lord supremely good,

His mercy is for ever sure
;

His truth, which always firmly stood,

To endless ages shall endure.
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PSALM C.

Joyful, ye nations, sing!

Come, and songs of gladness bring

;

Cheerful service, thankful lays

;

Come before the Lord with praise.

He is God, the King of kings,

Who to all created things

Being gave ; our Shepherd He ;

We His sheep, His people we !

Come then, to His courts repair,

Come, and enter gladly there

;

With true hearts and solemn songs,

Praise Him to whom praise belongs.

Well may we His praise proclaim,

Goodness is His nature's name ;

Mercy never leaves His throne
;

Truth, God, is all thy own,

Truth, Mercy, Goodness, Lord, are thine

Eternal all, and all Divine !

PSALM C.

Before Jehovah's awful throne,

, Ye nations, bow with sacred joy;

Know that the Lord is God alone,

He can create, and He destroy.
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His sovereign power, without our aid,

Made us of clay, and form'd us men ;

And when, like wand'ring sheep, we stray'd,

He brought us to his fold again.

We'll crowd thy gates with thankful songs,

High as the heav'ns our voices raise !

And earth with her ten thousand tongues

Shall fill thy courts with endless praise.

Wide, as the world, is Thy command,

Vast as eternity Thy love,

Firm as a rock Thy truth shall stand,

When rolling years shall cease to move.

PSALM CIII.

My soul, inspir'd with sacred love,

God's holy Name for ever bless

;

Of all His favours mindful prove,

And still thy grateful thanks express.

'Tis He that all thy sins forgives,

And after sickness makes thee sound

;

From danger He thy life retrieves,

By Him with grace and mercy crown'd.

The Lord abounds with tender love,

And unexampled acts of grace

;

His wakened wrath does slowly move,

His willing mercy flows apace.
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As high as heav'n its arch extends

Above this little spot of clay

;

So much His boundless love transcends

The small respects that we can pay.

As far as 'tis from east to west,

So far has He our sins remov'd

;

Who, with a Father's tender breast,

Has such as fear Him always lov'd.

PSALM CXIV. VERSIFIED.— Watts.

When Israel, freed from Pharaoh's hand,

Left the proud tyrant and his land
;

The tribes with cheerful homage own
Their King, and Judah was His throne.

Across the deep their journey lay,

The deep divides to make them way

;

The streams of Jordan saw, and fled

With backward current to their head.

The mountains shook like frighted sheep,

Like lambs the little hillocks leap

;

Not Sinai on her base could stand,

Conscious of sov'reign power at hand.

What pow'r could make the deep divide ?

Make Jordan backward roll his tide ?

WT

hy did ye leap, ye little hills ?

And whence the fright that Sinai feels ?
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Let ev'ry mountain, ev'ry flood

Retire, and know th' approaching God;

The King of Israel : see Him here
;

Tremble, thou earth, adore and fear.

He thunders, and all nature mourns ;

The rock to standing pools He turns ;

Flints spring with fountains at His word,

And fires and seas confess their Lord.

PSALM CXXI.—J. Bowdler, Jun.

To heaven I lift mine eye,

To heaven, Jehovah's throne ;

For there my Saviour sits on high,

And thence shall strength and aid supply

To all He calls His own.

He will not faint nor fail,

Nor cause thy feet to stray
;

For Him no weary hours assail,

Nor evening darkness spreads her veil

O'er His eternal day.

Beneath that light divine

Securely shalt thou move
;

The sun with milder beams shall shine,

And eve's still queen her lamps incline

Benignant from above.
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For He, thy God and Friend,

Shall keep thy soul from harm,

In each sad scene of doubt attend,

And guide thy life, and guard thine end.

With His Almighty arm.

PSALM CXXII.—Merrick.

The festal morn, my God, is come,

That calls me to Thy honour'd dome,

Thy presence to adore :

My feet the summons shall attend,

With willing step thy courts ascend,

And tread the hallow'd floor.

E'en now, to our transported eyes,

Fair Sion's towers in prospect rise ;

Within her gates we stand

;

And, lost in wonder and delight,

Behold her happy sons unite

In friendship's firmest band.

Hither from Judah's utmost end

The Heav'n-protected tribes ascend

;

Their off'rings hither bring

;

Here, eager to attest their joy,

In hymns of praise their tongues employ,

And hail th' immortal King.

By His command impell'd, to her

Contending crouds their cause refer ;

While princes, from her throne,
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With equal doom th' unerring law

Dispense, who boast their birth to draw

From Jesse's favour'd son.

Be peace by each implor'd on thee,

O Salem, while with bended knee

To Jacob's God we pray :

How blest, who calls himself thy friend !

Success his labour shall attend,

And safety guard his way.

O may'st thou, free from hostile fear,

Nor the loud voice of Tumult hear,

Nor War's wild wastes deplore :

May Plenty nigh thee take her stand,

And in thy courts with lavish hand

Distribute all her store.

Seat of my friends and brethren, hail

!

How can my tongue, Salem, fail

To bless thy lov'd abode ?

How cease the zeal that in me glows

Thy good to seek, whose walls inclose

The mansion of my God ?

PSALM CXXIII.—J. Bowdler, Jun.

Lord, before Thy throne we bend,

Lord, to Thee our eyes ascend

;

Servants to our Master true,

Lo, we yield Thee homage due
;

Children, to our Sire we fly,

Abba, Father, hear our cry !
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To the dust our knees we bow ;

We are weak, but mighty Thou
;

Sore distress'd, yet suppliant still,

We await Thy holy will

:

Bound to earth and rooted here

Till our Saviour God appear.

From the heavens, Thy dwelling place,

Shed, shed, Thy pardoning grace,

Turn to save us :—none below

Pause to hear our silent woe
;

Pleased or sad, a thoughtless throng,

Still they gaze and pass along.

Leave us not beneath the power

Of temptation's darkest hour
;

Swift to seal their captive's doom,

See our foes exulting come :

Jesus, Saviour, yet be nigh,

Lord of Life and Victory !

PSALM CXXVIII.—Mason.

That man enjoys his Maker's smile,

Who humble, just, and good,

Contented sees his daily toil

Procure him daily food.

His wife, like the prolific vine

With luscious grapes o'erspread,

Whose branches o'er his mansion twine,

Shall bless his nuptial bed
;
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His children, like the olives green,

Shall bloom his board around,

While, at their head, he sits serene,

With bliss paternal crown'd.

His race, a long progressive train,

Through ages shall increase,

And, bless
v
d by Sion's God, remain

Possess'd of Israel's peace.

PSALM CXXX.—Mason.

Sunk in the deep abyss of woe,

To Thee, my God ! 1 cry

;

O, while my contrite tears o'erflow,

In pity bend Thine eye !

For when Thy justice sternly frowns,

Who may behold and live ?

But mercy mild that justice crowns,

And Mercy must forgive.

Thence, with firm faith and holy fear,

All impious doubts withdrawn,

I wait Thy saving grace to share,

As watchmen wait the dawn.

That faith, that fear, through Israel spread,

Shall dart a cheerful ray,

Till full redemption, o'er his head,

Diffuse eternal day.
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PSALM CXXXVII.—Mason.

Captives of Babylon, we sought the vale,

Where broad Euphrates rolls in crystal state,

Hung our mute harps upon its poplars pale,

And sat, dear Sion, weeping o'er thy fate !

While our proud victors, in opprobrious vein,

Cry'd, " Slaves arise ! your silent lyres resume,

And swell your voices with that choral strain,

Which echo'd sweet in Sion's ruin'd dome !"

What ! to an alien' ear, an alien clime,

Shall we repeat Jehovah's hallow'd song ?

Ah ! sooner than profane that lay sublime,

Cleave to its roots each fibre of our tongue
;

Forget, my hand, each warbling chord to sweep,

So prompt thy modulating powers to own,

Or ere my soul neglects her vows to keep,

To sing in Salem's sacred courts alone.

O think, great God, on Salem's fatal hour,

When hemm'd around by Edom's impious race!

They cried, as they beheld each falling tower,

" Raze, instant raze it, to its central base !"

Blest be that future foe, by justice led,

Who Israel's woes repeats in Edom's fall,

Wreaks all her wrongs on Babylon's proud head,

And flings her children 'gainst the shatter'd

wall.



PSALMS. 75

PSALM CXXXIX.—iVeu; Version.

Thou, Lord, by strictest search hast known

My rising up, and lying down
;

My secret thoughts are known to Thee,

Known long before conceiv'd by me.

Thine eye my bed and path surveys,

My public haunts and private ways ;

Thou know'st what 'tis my lips would vent,

My yet unutter'd words' intent.

Surrounded by Thy pow'r I stand,

On every side I find Thy hand.

O skill, for human reach too high !

Too dazzling bright for mortal eye !

O could I so perfidious be,

To think of once deserting Thee :

Where, Lord, could I Thy influence shun ?

Or whither from thy presence run ?

If I should try to shun Thy sight

Beneath the sable wings of night

;

One glance from Thee, one piercing ray,

Would kindle darkness into day.

Search me, God, my thoughts and heart,

If mischief lurk in any part

;

Correct me where I go astray,

And guide me in Thy perfect way.
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PSALM CXLII.—New Version.

To God with mournful voice

In deep distress I pray'd
;

Made Him the umpire of my cause,

My wrongs before him laid.

I look'd, but found no friend

To own me in distress
;

All refuge fail'd, no man vouchsaf 'd

His pity or redress.

To God at last I pray'd,

Thou, Lord, my refuge art,

My portion in the land of life,

Till life itself depart.

Reduc'd to greatest straits,

To Thee I make my moan,

O ! save me from oppressing foes,

For me too pow'rful grown.

That 1 may praise thy name,

My soul from prison bring
;

Whilst of Thy kind regard to me,

Assembled saints shall sing.
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PSALM CXLVIII.—Dr. Ogilvie.

Begin, my soul, th' exalted lay,

Let each enraptur'd thought obey,

And praise th' Almighty's name.

Lo ! heaven and earth, and seas and skies,

In one melodious concert rise,

To swell th' inspiring theme.

Ye fields of light, celestial plains,

Where gay transporting beauty reigns,

Ye scenes divinely fair ;

Your Maker's wond'rous power proclaim,

Tell how He form'd your shining frame,

And breath'd the fluid air.

Ye angels, catch the thrilling sound;

While all th' adoring thrones around

His boundless mercy sing;

Let ev'ry list'ning saint above

Wake all the tuneful soul of love,

And touch the sweetest string.

Join, ye loud spheres, the vocal choir

;

Thou, dazzling orb of liquid fire,

The mighty chorus aid :

Soon as grey ev'ning gilds the plain,

Thou moon, protract the melting strain,

And praise Him in the shade.

K3
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Thou, heaven of heavens, His vast abode
;

Ye clouds, proclaim your forming God,
Who call'd yon worlds from night

;

" Ye shades, dispel !"—th' Eternal said ;

At once th' involving darkness fled,

And nature sprung to light.

Whatever a blooming world contains,

That wings the air, that skims the plains,

United praise bestow
;

Ye dragons, sound His awful name
To heav'n aloud ; and roar acclaim,

Ye swelling deeps below.

Let every element rejoice :

Ye thunders, burst with awful voice

To Him who bids you roll

;

Ye stormy winds, a chorus raise,

Ye balmy zephyrs, breathe His praise

In whispers to the soul.

To Him, ye graceful cedars, bow;
Ye tow'ring mountains, bending low,

Your great Creator own ;

Tell, when affrighted nature shook,

How Sinai kindled at His look,

And trembled at His frown.

Ye flocks, that haunt the humble vale,

Ye insects, flutt'ring on the gale,

Some grateful off' ring pay;

Join the great hymn, ye warbling throng,

To Him awake the heavenly song,

And tune the melting lay.
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Let man, by nobler passions sway'd,

The feeling heart, the judging head

In heavenly praise employ
;

Spread His tremendous name around,

Till heaven's broad arch rings back the sound,

The general burst of joy.

Ye, whom the charms of grandeur please,

Nurs'd on the downy lap of ease,

Fall prostrate at His throne :

Ye princes, rulers, all adore
;

Praise Him, ye kings, who makes your power

An image of His own.

Ye fair, by nature form'd to move,

O praise th' eternal source of love,

With youth's enlivening fire :

Let age take up the tuneful lay,

Sigh His bless'd name—then soar away,

And ask an angel's lyre.

PSALM CL.—Merrick.

Praise, praise, the name divine;

Praise it at the hallow'd shrine ;

Let the firmament on high

To its Maker's praise reply

:

Let His acts and pow'r supreme

To your songs suggest a theme

:

Be the harp no longer mute ;

Sound the trumpet, touch the lute
;
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Wake to life each tuneful string

;

Bring the pipe, the timbrel bring ;

Let the organ in His praise

Learn its loudest note to raise,

And the cymbal's varying sound

From the vaulted roof rebound.

All who vital breath enjoy,

In His praise that breath employ,

And in one great chorus join;

Praise, O praise, the name divine.

FROM A PARAPHRASE ON PART OF THE

BOOK OF JOB.-— Young.

Thrice happy Job long liv'd in regal state,

Nor saw the sumptuous East a prince so great,

Whose worldly stores in such abundance flow'd,

Whose heart with such exalted virtue glow'd.

At length, misfortunes take their turn to reign,

And ills on ills succeed; a dreadful train !

WT

hat now but deaths, and poverty, and wrong,

The sword wide-wasting, the reproachful tongue,

And spotted plagues, that mark'd his limbs all

o'er

So thick with boils, there wanted room for more ?

A change so sad what mortal heart could bear ?

Exhausted woe had left him nought to fear

;

But gave him all to grief. Low earth he prest,

Wept in the dust, and sorely smote his breast.
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His friends around the deep affliction mourn'd,

Felt all his pangs, and groan for groan return'd:

In anguish of their hearts their mantles rent,

And seven long days in solemn silence spent:

A debt of rev'rence to distress so great

!

Then Job contain'd no more ; but cursVI his fate,

His day of birth,—its inauspicious light,

He wishes sunk in shades of endless night,

And blotted from the year ; nor fears to crave

Death, instant death; impatient for the grave.

His words were daring, and displeased his friends

;

His conduct they reprove, and he defends

:

So high, at length, their arguments were wrought,

They reach'd the last extent of human thought

:

A pause ensu'd.—When, lo! Heav'n interpos'd,

And awfully the long contention clos'd.

Full o'er their heads, with terrible surprise,

A sudden whirlwind blacken'd all the skies :

(They saw, and trembled!) From the darkness

broke

A dreadful voice, and thus th' Almighty spoke

:

" Who gives his tongue a loose so bold and vain,

" Censures my conduct, and reproves my reign ?

" Can thine arm measure with an arm divine ?

" And can'st thou thunder with a voice like

mine ?

" Of late so brave, now lift a dauntless eye,

" Face my demand, and give it a reply:

" Where didst thou dwell at nature's early birth?

" Who laid foundations for the spacious earth?

" Who on its surface did extend the line,

" Its form determine, and its bulk confine?
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" Who fix'd the corner-stone? What hand, de-

clare,

" Hung it on nought, and fasten'd it on air?

" When the bright morning stars in concert sung,

" When heavVs high arch with loud Hosannas

rung,

" When shouting sons of God the triumph

crown' d,

" And the wide concave thunder'd with the

sound ?

" Who, stretching forth his sceptre o'er the deep,

" Can that wild world in due subjection keep?
" I broke the globe, I scoop'd its hollow'd side,

" And did a bason for the floods provide

;

" 1 chain'd them with my word ; the boiling sea,

" Work'd up in tempests, hears my great decree
;

" " Thus far, thy floating tide shall be convey'd
;

" ' And here, O main, be thy proud billows stay'd.'

" Who taught the rapid winds to fly so fast,

" Or shakes the centre with his eastern blast ?

" Who from the skies can a whole deluge pour ?

" Who strikes through nature with the solemn

roar

" Of dreadful thunder, points it where to fall,

" And in fierce lightning wraps the flying ball ?

" Not he who trembles at the darted fires,

" Falls at the sound, and in the flash expires.

" Who did the soul with her rich pow'rs invest,

" And light up reason in the human breast ?

" To shine with fresh increase of luster bright;

" When stars and sun are set in endless night ?
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" To these my various questions make reply."

Th' Almighty spoke; and, speaking, shook the

sky.

What then, Chaldaean Sire, was thy surprise !

Thus thou, with trembling heart, and downcast

eyes

:

" Once and again, which I in groans deplore,

" My tongue has err'd ; but shall presume no

more.

" Thou canst accomplish all things, Lord of

might:
11 And every thought is naked to Thy sight.

" But, oh! Thy ways are wonderful, and lie

" Beyond the deepest reach of mortal eye.

" Oft have I heard of Thine Almighty Pow'r,

* But never saw Thee till this dreadful hour.

" O'erwhelm'd with shame, the Lord of Life I

see,

" Abhor myself, and give my soul to Thee :

" Nor shall my weakness tempt Thine anger

more :

" Man is not made to question, but adore."

DAVID'S LAMENTATION FOR THE DEATH

OF SAUL AND JONATHAN.

Mourn, Israel, mourn, on Gilboa's lofty plain,

Thy honours blasted and thy heroes slain.

How are the mighty fallen ! his country's pride,

Great Saul, by impious hands ignobly died.
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Let none in Gath the mournful tidings tell,

Nor Ascol hear how Israel's glory fell,

Lest proud Philistia, with exulting voice,

At our distress, in barbarous songs rejoice.

Ill-fated Gilboa ! may henceforth no rains,

No fostering dews, e'er fertilize thy plains

!

No more thy pastures fat oblations bring,

—

For there the shield of our anointed king,

The shield of Saul, was vilely cast away ;

His arms, like vulgar spoils, neglected lay.

Jonathan, how oft the slaughter'd foe

Stain'd with his gore the arrow from thy bow !

Ne'er did thy weapon ineffectual fall,

Nor e'er, undrench'd with blood, the sword of

Saul.

Thro' life we saw the sire and honoured son

In friendship's sacred bonds united run
;

And oh ! in death each weeping friend shall tell,

How both, too fatally united, fell.

In war and peace they shared an equal fame,

Their courage and their active strength the same.

Not lions in their rage more strength display,

For swifter darts the eagle on his prey.

Nor Saul, in sable weeds, ye damsels, mourn,

Who oft with spoils, from captive princes torn,

With chains of gold, or bracelets, deck'd your

arms,

And grac'd with purple robes your native charms.
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" How are the mighty fallen !" on Gilboa's plain

Young Jonathan, the pride of war, was slain.

O Jonathan, my friend, for thee distress'd,

As for a brother, bleeds my tortur'd breast.

In all my joys thy friendship bore a part

;

In all my griefs, thy sympathetic heart.

Thy love to me more tenderness display' d,

Than for her lover feels the amorous maid.

" How are the mighty falPn !" O Saul, how

vain

Is all the pomp of war, since thou art slain !

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER OF PROVERBS.

By Mr. Pope.

My son, th' instruction that my words impart

'Grave on the living tablet of thy heart;

And all the wholesome precepts that I give

Observe with strictest reverence, and live.

Let all thy homage be to Wisdom paid,

Seek her protection, and implore her aid;

That she may keep thy soul from harm secure,

And turn thy footsteps from the harlot's door;

Who, with curs'd charms, lures the unwary in,

And soothes with flattery their souls to sin.

Once, from my window, as I cast mine eye

On those that passed in giddy numbers by,

A youth among the foolish youths I spy'd,

Who took not sacred Wisdom for his guide.
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Just as the sun withdrew his cooler light,

And evening soft led on the shades of night,

He stole in covert twilight to his fate,

And pass'd the corner near the harlot's gate;

"When lo, a woman comes! '

Loose her attire, and such her glaring dress,

As aptly did the harlot's mind express
;

Subtle she is, and practis'd in the arts,

By which the wanton conquer heedless hearts

:

Stubborn and loud she is; she hates her home,

Varying her place and form, she loves to roam
;

Now she's within, now in the street does stray,

Now at each corner stands, and waits her prey.

The youth she seiz'd ; and laying now aside

All modesty, the female's justest pride,

She said, with an embrace, Here at my house

Peace-offerings are, this day I paid my vows.

I therefore came abroad to meet my dear,

And, lo ! in happy hour, T find thee here.

My chamber I've adorn'd, and o'er my bed

Are coverings of the richest tap'stry spread ;

With linen it is deck'd, from Egypt brought,

And carvings by the curious artist wrought

:

It wants no glad perfume Arabia yields,

In all her citron groves, and spicy fields ;

Here all her store of richest odours meets,

I'll lay thee in a wilderness of sweets ;

—

Whatever to the sense can grateful be,.

I have collected there. 1 want but Thee.

My husband's gone a journey far away,

Much' gold he took abroad, and long will stay ;

He nam'id for his return a distant day.
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Upon her tongue did such smooth mischief dwell,

And from her lips such welcome flatt'ry fell,

Th' unguarded youth, in silken fetters ty'd,

Resign'd his reason, and with ease comply'd.

Thus does the ox to his own slaughter go,

And thus is senseless of th* impending blow.

Thus flies the simple bird into the snare,

That skilful fowlers for his life prepare.

But let my sons attend. Attend may they,

Whom youthful vigour may to sin betray :

Let them false charmers fly, and guard their

hearts

Against the wily wanton*s pleasing arts
;

With care direct their steps, nor turn astray,

To tread the paths of her deceitful way
;

Lest they, too late, of her fell power complain,

And fall where many mightier have been slain.

ECCLESIASTES, CHAP. XII.

What though the almond-tree be silver'd o'er,

And trembling stand the keepers of the door ;

The strong men bow themselves ; the grinders

cease

;

And fears alarm, when all abroad is peace :

Though yon bright sun no longer can delight
;

Unfelt its influence, as debarr'd its sight;

Though the light grasshopper a burden grows,

And the small wren can rob thee of repose

;
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Desire all fled ; music no joy afford
;

Just broke the golden bowl
;
just loos'd the silver

cord;

Yet patience, resignation, still are thine ;

Through the dark eye-ball heav'n-born faith may
shine,

A lamp to lighten others on their way,

And cheer them onward to the realms of day

;

Too late the rules of living to supply,

The hoary head should teach us how to die.

ISAIAH, CHAP. XL. Verse vii. and vin.

Rev, S. Wesley.

The morning flowers display their sweets,

And gay their silken leaves unfold ;

As careless of the noon-day heats,

And fearless of the evening cold.

Nipp'd by the wind's unkindly blast,

Parch'd by the sun's directer ray,

The momentary glories waste,

The short-liv'd beauties fade away.

So blooms the human face divine,

When youth its pride of beauty shows ;

Fairer than spring the colours shine,

And sweeter than the virgin rose.
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Or worn by slowly rolling years,

Or broke by sickness in a day,

The fading glory disappears,

The short-liv'd beauties die away.

But these, new rising from the tomb,

With lustre brighter far shall shine,

Revive with ever-during bloom,

Sate from diseases and decline.

Let sickness blast, and death devour,

If Heaven will recompense our pains

;

Perish the grass, and fade the flow'r,

If firm the word of God remains !

THE BEXEDICITE PARAPHRASED.-
hhrrick.

Ye works of God, on Him alone,

In earth His footstool, heaven His throne,

Be all your praise bestow'd !

Whose hand the beauteous fabric made,

Whose eye the finish'd work surveyed,

And saw that all was good.

Ye angels that, with loud acclaim,

Admiring view'd the new-born frame,

And hail'd th' eternal King;

Again proclaim your Maker's praise,

Again your thankful voices raise,

And touch the tuneful string.
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Praise Him, ye bless'd etherial plains,

. Where, in full Majesty, he deigns

To fix his awful throne

;

Ye waters, that around Him roll,

From orb to orb, from pole to pole,

Oh ! make His praises known !

Ye thrones, dominions, virtues, pow'rs,

Join ye your joyful songs with ours,

With us your voices raise

;

From age to age extend the lay,

To heav'n's eternal Monarch pay

Hymns of eternal praise.

Celestial orb !—whose pow'rful ray

Opes the glad eyelids of the day.

Whose influence all things own ;

1

Praise Him, whose courts effulgent shine

With light, as far excelling thine,

As thine the paler moon.

Ye glittering planets of the sky,

WT

hose lamps the absent sun supply,

With him the song pursue

;

And let himself submissive own,

He borrows from a brighter Sun

The light he lends to you.

Ye show'rs and dews, whose moisture shed

Calls into life the op'ning seed,

To Him your praises yield

;

Whose influence wakes the genial birth,

Drops fatness on the pregnant earth,

And crowns the laughing field.
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Ye winds, that oft tempestuous sweep

The ruffled surface of the deep,

With us confess your God
;

See, through the heav'ns, the King of kings,

Upborne on your expanded wings,

Comes flying all abroad.

Ye floods of fire, where'er ye flow,

With just submission humbly bow
To His superior pow'r,

Who stops the tempest on its way,

Or bids the flaming deluge stay,

And gives it strength to roar.

Ye summer's heat and winter's cold,

By turns in long succession roll'd,

The drooping world to cheer ;

Praise Him, who gave the sun and moon
To lead the various seasons on,

And guide the circling year.

Ye frosts, that bind the wat'ry plain,

Ye silent show'rs of fleecy rain,

Pursue the heav'nly theme
;

Praise Him, who sheds the driving snow,

Forbids the harden' d waves to flow,

And stops the rapid stream.

Ye days and nights, that swiftly born,

From morn to eve, from eve to morn,

Alternate glide away ;

Praise Him, whose never-varying light,

Absent, adds horror to the night,

But present gives the day.
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Light,—from whose rays all beauty springs ;

Darkness,—whose wide-expanded wings

Involve the dusky globe;

Praise Him, who, when the heavens He spread.

Darkness His thick pavilion made,

And light His regal robe.

Praise Him, ye lightnings, as ye fly,

Wing'd with his vengeance through the sky,

And red with wrath divine
;

Praise Him, ye clouds, that wand'ring stray,

Or fix'd by Him in close array,

Surround his awful shrine.

Exalt, earth ! thy heav'nly King,

Who bids the plants, that form the spring,

With annual verdure bloom
;

Whose frequent drops of kindly rain

Prolific swell the rip'ning grain,

And bless thy fertile womb.

Ye mountains, that ambitious rise,

And heave your summits to the skies,

Revere His awful nod
;

Think how you once affrighted fled,

When Jordan sought his fountain head,

And own'd th' approaching God.

Ye trees, that fill the rural scene,

Ye flowers, that o'er th' enamell'd green

In native beauty reign
;

C) ! praise the Ruler of the skies,

Whose hand the genial sap supplies,

And clothes the smiling plain.
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Ye secret springs, ye gentle rills,

That murm'ring rise among the hills,

Qr fill the humble vale
;

Praise Him, at whose almighty nod

The rugged rock dissolving flow'd,

And form'd a springing well.

Praise Him, ye floods and seas profound,

Whose waves the spacious earth surround,

And roll from shore to shore
;

Aw'd by His voice, ye seas, subside,

Ye floods, within your channels glide,

And tremble and adore.

Y
r

e whales, that stir the boiling deep,

Or in its dark recesses sleep

Remote from human eye ;

Praise Him, by whom ye all are fed,

Praise Him, without whose heav'nly aid

Ye languish, faint, and die.

Y'e birds, exalt your Maker's name,

Begin, and with th' important theme

Your artless lays improve ;

Wake with your songs the rising day,

Let music sound on every spray,

And fill the vocal grove.

Praise Him, ye beasts, that nightly roam

Amid the solitary gloom,

Th' expected prey to seize
;

Ye slaves of the laborious plough,

Your stubborn necks submissive bow,

And bend your weary'd knees.
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Ye sons of men, His praise display,

Who stampt His image 'on your clay,

And gave it pow'r to move
;

Ye that in Judah's confines dwell,

From age to age successive tell

The wonders of his love.

Let Levi's tribe the lay prolong,

'Till angels listen to the song,

And bend attentive down

;

Let wonder seize the heav'nly train,

Pleas'd, while they hear a mortal strain.

So sweet, so like their own.

And you, your thankful voices join,

That oft at Salem's sacred shrine,

Before His altars kneel

;

Where thron'd in majesty He dwells,

And from the mystic clouds reveals

The dictates of His will.

Ye spirits of the just and good,

That, eager for the blest abode,

To heavenly mansions soar

;

O ! let your songs His praise display,

'Till heav'n itself shall melt away,

And time shall be no more.

Praise Him, ye meek and humble train,

Ye saints, whom His decrees ordain

The boundless bliss to share ;

O,! praise Him, 'till ye take your way

To regions of eternal day,

And reign for ever there.



SCRIPTURES VERSIFIED. 95

Let us, who now impassive stand,

Aw'd by the tyrant's stern command
Amid the fiery blaze

;

While thus we triumph in the flame,

Rise, and our Maker's love proclaim

In hymns of endless praise.

PARAPHRASE OF THE LORD'S PRAYER.

Father of all ! Eternal Mind,

In uncreated light enshrined,

Supremely good and great

!

Thy children formed and blest by Thee,

With filial love and homage, we
In low prostration wait.

Thy Name-in hallowed strains be sung,

Let every heart and every tongue

The solemn choir combine ;

In loving, serving, praising Thee,

We find our chief felicity,

But cannot add to Thine.

Thy righteous, mild, and sovereign reign,

Throughout creation's ample plain,

Let every being own.

Lord, in our hearts, where passions rude,

With fierce tumultuous rage, intrude,

Erect Thy peaceful throne.
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As angels round Thy seat above,

With joyful haste and ardent love,

Thy blest commands fulfil
;

So let Thy creatures here below,

As far as Thou hast giv'n to know,

Perform Thy sacred will.

On Thee we day by day depend,

Our being's Author, and its end

;

Our daily wants supply :

With healthful meat our bodies fed,

Our souls sustain'd with living bread

;

Our souls, that never die !

Extend Thy grace to ev'ry fault

;

Each sinful action, word, and thought,

Oh ! let Thy love forgive :

For Thou hast taught our hearts to show
Divine forgiveness to our foe,

Nor let resentment live.

Where tempting snares bestrew the way,

To lead unwary minds astray,

Permit us not to tread :

Unless Thy gracious aid appear,

T' avert the threat'ning evil near,

From our unguarded head.

Thy sacred name we thus adore,

And thus Thy choicest gifts implore,

With joyful humble mind
;

.Because Thy power and glory prove

Thy kingdom built on wisdom, love

Unceasing, unconfin'd.
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A PARAPHRASE

On the latter Part of the Sixth Chapter of St. Mat-

thew.—Thomson.

When my breast labours with oppressive care,

And o'er ray cheek descends the falling tear
;

While all my warring passions are at strife,

0, let me listen to the words of life !

Raptures deep-felt His doctrine did impart,

And thus He raised from earth the drooping heart.

Think not, when all, your scanty stores afford,

Is spread at once upon the sparing board

;

Think not, when worn the homely robe appears,

While, on the roof, the howling tempest bears

;

What farther shall this feeble life sustain,

And what shall clothe these shiv'ring limbs again.

Say, does not life its nourishment exceed ?

And the fair body its investing weed ?

Behold ! and look away your low despair

—

See the light tenants of the barren air

:

To them, nor stores, nor granaries, belong,

Nought but the woodland, and the pleasing song

;

Yet, your kind heavenly Father bends His eye

On the least wing, that flits along the sky.

To Him they sing, when Spring renews the plain,

To Him they cry, in Winter's pinching reign
;

Nor is their music, nor their plaint in vain :

F
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He hears the gay, and the distressful call,

And with unsparing bounty fills them all.

Observe the rising lily's snowy grace,

Observe the various vegetable race :

They neither toil, nor spin, but careless grow,

Yet see how warm they blush ! how bright they

glow !

What regal vestments can with them compare !

What king so shining ! or what queen so fair I

If, ceaseless, thus the fowls of heaven He feeds,

If o'er the fields such lucid robes He spreads

;

Will He not care for you, ye faithless, say ?

Is He unwise ? or, are ye less than they ?

THE MYSTERIOUS STRANGER.—Dale.

Luke vii. v. 12, 13.—Behold, there was a dead

man carried out, the only son of his mother, and

she was a widow. And when the Lord saw her,

he had compassion on her, and said unto her,

Weep not.

The mourner, speechless and amaz'd,

On that mysterious Stranger gazed

—

If young he were, 'twas only seen

From lines that told what once had been ;

As if the wind of time

Had smote him, ere he reached his prime.

The bright rose on his cheek was faded,

His pale fair brow with sadness shaded

—
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Yet, thro' the settled sorrow there,

A conscious grandeur flashed, and told

Unswayed by man and uncontrolled,

Himself had deigned their lot to share,

And borne—because he willed to bear—
Wnate'er his being or his birth,

His soul had never stooped to earth ;

Nor mingled with the meaner race,

Who shared or swayed his dwelling place ;

But high, mysterious, and unknown,

Held converse with itself alone :

And yet the look that could depress

Pride to its native nothingness,

And bid the specious boaster shun

The eye he dar'd not gaze upon,

Superior love did still reveal

:

Not such as man for man may feel,

No, all was passionless and pure

—

That God-like majesty of woe
Which counts it glory to endure,

And knows nor hope nor fear below,

Nor aught that still to earth can bind,

But love and pity for mankind.

And in his eye a radiance shone

—

Oh ! how shall mortal dare essay,

On whom no prophet's vest is thrown,

To paint that pure celestial ray !

Mercy, and tenderness, and love,

And all that finite sense can deem
Of Him who reigns enthroned above

;

Light such as blessed Isaiah's dream,

When to the awe-struck prophets eyes,

f 2
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God bade the Star of Judah rise

—

Where heaven in living lustre glow'd,

There shone the Saviour, there the God.

CHARITY.

A Paraphrase on the Thirteenth Chapter of the First

Epistle to the Corinthians.—Prior.

Did sweeter sounds adorn my flowing tongue,

Than ever man pronounced, or angel sung ;

Had I all knowledge, human and divine,

That thought can reach, or science can define ;

And had I power to give that knowledge birth,

In all the speeches of the babbling earth ;

Did Shadrach's zeal my glowing breast inspire,

To weary tortures, and rejoice in fire ;

Or had 1 faith like that which Israel saw,

When Moses gave them miracles and law

;

Yet, gracious Charity, indulgent guest,

Wr
ere not thy power exerted in my breast,

Those speeches would send up unheeded prayer

;

That scorn of life would be but wild despair ;

A cymbal's sound were better than my voice
;

My faith were form ; my eloquence were noise.

Charity, decent, modest, easy, kind,

Softens the high, and rears the abject mind ;

Knows with just reins and gentle hand to guide

Betwixt vile shame and arbitrary pride.
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Not soon provoked, she easily forgives
;

And much she suffers, as she much believes.

Soft peace she brings wherever she arrives
;

She builds our quiet, as she forms our lives :

Lays the rough paths of peevish nature even ;

And opens in each heart a little heaven.

Each other gift, which God on man bestows,

Its proper bounds and due restriction knows

;

To one fixt purpose dedicates its power,

And finishing its act, exists no more.

Thus, in obedience to what Heaven decrees,

Knowledge shall fail, and Prophecy shall cease :

But lasting Charity's more ample sway,

Nor bound by time, nor subject to decay,

In happy triumph shall for ever live,

And endless good diffuse, and endless praise re-

ceive.

f 3
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ON THE 25th OF OCTOBER, 1819.

Another year ! a year of solitude,

Of darkness, yet of peace, has past,—and he,

The father of his people, marks it not

!

Alike to him all seasons and their change,

His eyes are rayless, and his heart is cold

;

He wields a barren sceptre,—yet his brow,

Of regal diadem despoiled, still wears

The crown of glory ;—his the hoary head,

Found in the way of righteousness and truth.

O thou ! our father : thou, our prince and friend !

How many a sight that would have grieved thine

eyes,

How many a pang that would have wrung thy

heart,

Has God withheld, and thine affliction spared !

The rose of England witherM in its bud,

The voice of wailing was in ev'ry tent,

Yet thy day passed unruffled as before.

The partner of thy hopes, when hope was young,

She who had shared thy first, thy youthful love,

And ministered to ev'ry sorrow;—she

F 4
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Fell by long sickness, and a lingering death ;

And thou hadst neither tear nor sigh to give.

Yet thou art not forgotten !—Dear thou wast

In happier moments ; and oh ! dearer far

Now that the hand of God has touched thee ; still

HallowM by all the memory of the past

Shall be this day. Sacred by lengthened years,

And venerable by sufferings, mayst thou reach,

In Heaven's appointed time, thy last abode,

The paradise of God, where ev'ry tear

Is wiped from ev'ry eye L

THE FOLLOWING LINES

Are said to have been written by an amiable Prin-

cess, whose sufferings and exemplary patience

awakened universal sympathy and admiration.

Unthinking, idle, wild, and young,

I laughed, and talked, and danced, and sung ;

And proud of health, of freedom vain,

Dreamed not of sorrow, care, or pain :

Concluding, in those hours of glee,

That all the world was made for me.

But when the days of trial came,

When sickness shook this trembling frame,

When folly's gay pursuits were o'er,

And I could dance and sing no more,

It then occurred, how sad 'twould be

Were this world only made for me I
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On the DEATH op the Hon. Mr. DAWSON.

Oye! who, borne on Fancy's golden wing,

Sport in the sunshine of life's cloudless sky ;

Who, lost amid the luxury of Spring,

Dream of no threat'ning storm, no danger nigh

:

A little while your fond pursuits forbear !

One hour, at least, to serious thought is due !

A friend demands the tribute of a tear ;

A friend, who once had hopes, as bright as you

!

Whene'er he mixt among the youthful train,

Say, did not pleasure sparkle in his eye ?

But ah ! how soon the pleasure turned to pain !

He died ;—reflect ! repent !—Ye soon may die !

While, as on his, with softest zephyrs fann'd,

Youth's freshest blossoms on your boughs appear,

Like some untimely frost, Death's chilling hand

May nip the promise of the opening year !

How oft you joined him at th' accustomed hour,

When, led byLearning's hand, yon pile he sought;

How oft, while ev'ning reigned, in yonder bower,

Warm glowed his bosom with poetic thought

!

For well the golden lyre his fingers strung ;

To him the Muse her richest treasures gave ;

But Death, regardless of the strains he sung,

Frowned on the bard, and snatched him to the

grave.

f 5
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Where now that glowing mind, those raptured lays,

That late were wont to charm the list'ning ear ?

He lived,—you graced him living with your praise

;

He died :— ! grace his memory with a tear !

Nor o'er the son alone your sorrows shed !

Another strain the parent's woes require !

O sooth his anguish ! raise his drooping head,

And to his Dawson's praises tune the lyre !

Thus shall a gleam of joy at times succeed,

Recall the wonted lustre of his eye ;

Bid his sad bosom cease awhile to bleed,

And check the progress of the bursting sigh !

Say that, to titles born, he knew no pride ;

No vice he knew, his breast was Virtue's throne

!

Beloved, adored, by all the world beside,

He was unconscious of his worth alone !

Folly for him spread all her lures in vain,

In vain, with ev'ry art, she strove to please !

He spurned her presents, broke her galling chain,

And climbed fair Virtue's sacred hill with ease.

Say that, if innate purity of mind,

Pity to feel, and charity to save ;

If learned elegance, and taste refined,

Could charm the ruthless bosom of the Grave ;

He still had lived to cheer a parent's heart,

—

A parent happy in his son's renown ;

In life's high scene had borne a longer part,

And raised a nation's glory with his own.
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This Fate forbad, and snatched him from our eyes,

She took ('twas all she could,) his fleeting

breath ;

Beyond her power, he reascends the skies,

Disdains the sepulchre, and smiles on death.

Yes, honoured youth ! in ev'ry gentle breast

Thy name shall live for ages yet to come :

By ev'ry Muse thy worth shall be confest,

And Virtue's self shall weep upon thy tomb !

Tell then, blest spirit, tell the thoughtless crew,

Who boast their youth,—that youth will soon

be o'er

;

Bid them reflect, and, provident like you,

Improve, while yet they may, the present hour.

ON MY BIRTHDAY.—Mr*. Carter,

Author of life ! in vain my tongue essays,

For this immortal gift to speak Thy praise !

How shall my heart its grateful sense reveal,

When all the energy of words must fail ?

O may it's influence in my life appear,

And ev'ry action prove my thanks sincere !

Grant me, great God, a heart to Thee inclin'd,

Increase my faith, and rectify my mind :

Teach me betimes to tread Thy sacred ways,

And to Thy service consecrate my days.

Still, as thro* life's perplexing maze I stray,

Be Thou the guiding star to mark my way,
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Conduct the steps of my unguarded youth,

And point their motions to the paths of truth.

Protect me by Thy providential care,

And warn my soul to shun the tempter's snare.

Thro' each event of this inconstant state,

Preserve my temper equal and sedate.

Give me a mind, that nobly can despise

The low designs and little arts of vice.

Be my Religion such as taught by Thee,

Alike from pride and superstition free.

Inform my judgment, regulate my will,

My reason strengthen, and my passions still.

Amidst the pleasures of a prosperous state,

Whose flattering charms th* untutor'd heart elate;

May I reflect to whom those gifts I owe,

And bless the bounteous hand from whence they

flow.

Or, if an adverse fortune be my share,

Let not its terrors tempt me to despair

;

But fixt on Thee a steady faith maintain,

And own all good, which Thy decrees ordain ;

On thy unfailing providence depend,

The best Protector, and the surest Friend !

TO THE

MEMORY OF MRS. ELIZABETH CARTER.

Mrs. Hunter.

Within the silent chambers of the dead,

Her sacred clay lies wrapp'd in peaceful sleep,

With years and honour crown' d. Time gently led

Her steady footsteps down the giddy steep
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Of human life ; surrounded by the blaze

Of talents, fair desert, and high distinguished

praise.

In early youth, from Pleasure's train retired,

Willing she trod stern Learning's rugged way

;

By praise undazzled, humble, tho' admir'd,

She tun'd her lyre to Wisdom's moral lay ;

Ev'n in that season, when the sportive pow'r

Of Fancy strews our path with many a blooming

flow'r.

Mild in the even temper of her mind,

Benevolent to all, to merit just,

Still on the side of mercy most inclin'd,

Unwillingly she blamed; where blame she must.

Pious as learned, and in faith sincere,

Her trust was fix'd on Heaven, her hope already

there.

Oh Virtue ! how divine thy form appears,

Adorn' d by genius, and with knowledge

crown'd

;

When smiles benign thy lovely aspect wears,

When gentle charities thy throne surround

!

Such was the blessed spirit now at rest,

Releas'd from mortal cares to mingle with the

bless'd.



110 ELEGIES.

ON THE DEATH OF MR. GARRICK.

Miss Bowdler.

The last sad rites were done—the sacred ground

Was clos'd, and Garrick's dust to dust re-

turn'd :

In life, in death, with general honours crown'd,

A nation own'd his worth—applauded—mourn'd.

For who, like him, could every sense control

;

To Shakespeare's self, new charms, new force,

impart,

—

Bid unknown horrors shake the firmest soul,

And unknown feelings melt the hardest heart ?

Oft when his eye, with more than magic pow'r,

Gave life to thoughts which words could ne'er

reveal,

The voice of praise awhile was heard no more,

All gaz'd in silence, and could only feel.

Each thought suspended in a general pause,

All shar'd his passions, and forgot their own

;

'Till, rous'd at length, in thunders of applause,

Th' accordant dictates of each heart were known.

O lost for ever to our wond'ring view !

Yet faithful Memory shall preserve thy name,

Even distant times thy honours shall renew,

And Garrick still shall share his Shakespeare's

fame.
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Thus musing thro' the lonely isle I stray'd,

Recall'd the wonders of his matchless pow'rs,

And many a former scene in thought survey'd,

While all unheeded pass'd the silent hours.

With mournful awe I trod the sacred stones,

Wrhere kings and heroes sleep in long repose,

And trophies mould' ring o'er the warrior's bones,

Proclaim how frail the life which Fame bestows.

Now sunk the last faint beam of closing day,

Each form was lost, and hush'd was ev'ry

sound,

All, all was silent as the sleeping clay,

And darkness spread her sable veil around.

At once, methought, a more, than midnight gloom

With death-like horror chill'd my throbbing

breast,

When lo ! a voice deep murmuring from the

tomb

These awful accents on my soul impressed :

—

" Vain are the glories of a nation's praise,

" The boast of wit, the pride of genius, vain ;

" A long long night succeeds the transient blaze,

" Where darkness, solitude, and silence, reign.

" The shouts of loud applause which thousands

gave,

" On me, nor pride, nor pleasure now bestow

—

" Like the chill blast that murmurs o'er my grave,

M They pass away—nor reach the dust below.
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" One virtuous deed, to. all the world unknown,
" Outweighs the highest bliss which these can

give,

" Can cheer the soul when youth and strength

are flown,

" In sickness triumph, and in death survive.

" What tho' to thee, in life's remotest sphere,

" Nor Nature's gifts, nor Fortune's are con-

signed,

Let brightest prospects to thy soul appear,

And hopes immortal elevate thy mind.

ci

" The sculptur'd marble shall dissolve in dust,

.* And fame, and wealth, and honours, pass

away :

" Not such the triumphs of the good and just,

" Not such the glories of eternal day.

8 These, these shall live, when ages are no more,

With never-fading lustre still shall shine :

—

Go then, to Heaven devote thy utmost povv'r,

" And know, whoe'er thou art, the prize is

thine."

ALWYN AND RENA.

Ask you, why round yon hallow'd grave

The myrtle and the laurel bloom ?

There sleep the lovely and the brave,

O ! drop a tear upon their tomb !
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" cease, my love, these fond alarms l"

For war prepar'd, young Alwyn said,

" For I must leave my Rena's charms,

" My bleeding country asks myaid.

"

" Yes, I will check this struggling sighs;

M Yes, I will check these flowing tears,

" A smile shall brighten in my eye,

" My bosom shall dispel its fears"

" You try, indeed, to force a smile,

" Yet sorrow's drops bedew your cheeks;

" You speak of peace,—yet ah ! the while

" Your tears will scarcely let you speak !"

" Go, Alwyn, Rena bids thee go,

" She bids thee seek the field of death !

" Go, Alwyn, rush amidst the foe,

" Go, and return with Vict'ry's wreath !*'

A thrilling blast the trumpet blew,

The milk-white courser paw'd the ground ;

A mixt delight young Alwyn knew,

But Rena shudder'd at the sound

!

Yet strove to hide the rising fears,

Which now with double fury swell
;

And, faintly smiling thro' her tears,

She faulter'd out a long farewell.

Three tedious moons with cheerless ray

Had vainly gilt the face of night,

Nor yet the hero took his way
To bless his drooping Rena's sight.
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At length, thro' Rena's fav' rite grove

When now the fourth her radiance shed,

He came;—and Vict'ry's wreath was wove,

—

But ah ! around a lifeless head !

Distracted at the blasting sight,

To yonder tall cliff's bending brow,

With heaving breast she urg'd her flight,

And would have sought the waves below.

But while with steady gaze she view'd

The foaming billows void of fear,

Religion at her right hand stood,

And whisper'd to her soul,—" Forbear.'*

And now the storm of grief was o'er

;

Yet melancholy's weeping eye

DistilPd the slow and silent show'r,

Nor ceas'd 'till life's warm springs were dry.

For this, around yon hallow'd grave

The myrtle and the laurel bloom ;

There sleep the lovely and the brave,

O ! drop a tear upon their tomb !

ON A DYING FRIEND.

Rest, gentle spirit, from thy mortal strife,

From the light joys and solid griefs of life

!

Though few of those thy shorten'd course has

known,
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Though these in ample measure were thy own,

Still Heaven shall prove, (for ever wise and just,)

Thy hopes not frustrate, and not vain thy trust.

Eternal Mercy thy reward prepares;

Cancels the long arrear of pain and tears ;

Gives thee its own substantial bliss to know,

Unmixed with frailty, unalloyed by woe.

This is thy portion. What to us remains,

Whom yet on earth Mortality detains ?

Of all thy various worth the tender thought

;

Thy mind with virtue, sense, and genius fraught;

Thy cheerful converse, that suspended time

;

Thy manners mild, and piety sublime

;

But chief in death thy bright example given,

Beck'ning us on, and leading up to heaven.

LINES

Written for the Use of a bereaved and afflicted

Lady.—Rev. John MarriotU

Casting all your care upon Him, for He careth for

you.—1st Peter, chap. v. verse 7.

For me ! W^as it rightly I heard ?

The hope too presumptuous I fear

:

Let the sweet, the encouraging word

Still dwell on my gratified ear.
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On my ear, did I say? Little gain,

Little comfort, such gift, would impart
;

O let its deep impress remain

Indelibly stamp'd on my heart.

Does God then His creatures invite

Upon Him to cast every care ?

His word does Omnipotence plight

Thus freely their burden to bear ?

let me not baffle such love

By a thankless and cold unbelief;

But His truth and His faithfulness prove,

By resigning my every grief.

Does a Father his fostering hand

From heaven in mercy extend

;

And shall I such compassion withstand,

And refuse such a bountiful friend ?

Let me rather with rapture embrace

An offer so gracious and kind,

And unlimited confidence place

In such pow'r and such goodness combined.

Has it pleas'd Him, in wisdom, to take

My earthly dependence away?

Then with child like submission I'll make

His arm my sole pillar and stay.

I'll repose on the words which declare,

« That the desolate still He befriends,

Makes the fatherless children His care,

And the cause of the widow defends.
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I'll list to His heart-soothing voice,

Who has said that the mourners are blest,

Who invites them to Him to rejoice,

And assures them of comfort and rest.

To the heart truly humbled by woe,

The anointing of joy shall be given

;

To the tears which from penitence flow,

The peace that's a foretaste of heaven.

MY BROTHER'S GRAVE.
John Moultrie, Esq. then aged 15.

Beneath the chancel's hallow'd stone,

Expos'd to ev'ry rustic tread,

To few, save rustic mourners, known,

My brother, is thy lowly bed.

Few words upon the rough stone graven,

Thy name, thy birth, thy youth declare,

Thy innocence, thy hopes of heaven,

In simplest phrase recorded there
;

No 'scutcheons shine, no banners wave,

In mockery o'er my brother's grave.

The place is silent;—rarely sound

Is heard those ancient walks around ;

No mirthful sound of friends that meet

Discoursing in the public street

;

Nor hum of business, dull and loud,

Nor murmur of the passing crowd,
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Nor soldier's drum, nor trumpet's swell,

From neighb'ring fort or citadel

;

No sound of human toil ot strife,

To Death's lone dwelling speaks of life

;

Nor breaks the silence, still and deep,

Where thou, beneath thy burial stone,

Art laid, in that unstartled sleep

The living eye hath never known !

The lonely sexton's footstep falls

In dismal echoes on the walls,

As slowly pacing thro' the aisle

He sweeps th' unholy dust away,

And cobwebs, which must not defile

. Those windows on a sabbath day
;

And passing thro' the central nave,

Treads lightly on my brother's grave.

But, when the sweet-toned sabbath chime,

Pouring it's music on the breeze,

Proclaims the well-known holy time

Of prayer, and thanks, and bended knees

When rustic crowds devoutly meet,

And lips and hearts to God are given,

And souls enjoy oblivion sweet

Of earthly ills in thoughts of heaven ;

What voice of calm and solemn tone

Is heard above thy burial stone ?

What form in priestly meek array

Beside the altar kneels to pray ?

What holy hands are lifted up

To bless the sacramental cup ?
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Full well I know that reverend form :

And, if a voice could reach the dead,

Those tones would reach thee ;—but the worm,

My brother, makes thy heart his bed ;

—

That Sire who thy existence gave,

Now stands beside thy lowly grave.

It is not long since thou wert wont

Within these sacred walls to kneel;

This altar, that baptismal font,

These stones which now thy dust conceal.

The sweet tones of the sabbath bell,

Were holiest objects to thy soul;

On these thy spirit lov'd to dwell,

Untainted by the world's control.

My brother, those were happy days

When thou and 1 were children yet

;

How fondly memory still surveys

Those scenes the heart can ne'er forget.

My soul was then, as thine is now,

Unstain'd by sin, unstung by pain;

Peace smiPd on each unclouded brow
;

Mine ne'er will be so calm again !

How blithly then we hail'd the ray

Which usher'd in the sabbath-day ;

How lightly then our footsteps trod

Yon pathway to the house of God ;

For souls, in which no dark offence

Hath sullied childhood's innocence,

Best meet the pure and hallow'd shrine,

Which guiltier bosoms own divine.
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1 feel not now, as then I felt,

—

The sunshine of my heart is o'er ;

The spirit now is chang'd, which dwelt

Within me in the days before.

But thou wert snatch'd, my brother, hence

In all thy guileless innocence ;

One sabbath saw thee bend the knee

In reverential piety,

For childish faults forgiveness crave,

The next beam'd brightly on thy grave.

The crowd, of which thou late wert one,

Now throng'd across thy burial stone;

Rude footsteps trampled on the spot

Where thou liest mould'ring and forgot

;

While some few gentler bosoms wept

In silence, where my brother slept.

1 stood not by thy feverish bed,

1 look'd not on thy glazing eye,

Nor gently lull'd thy aching head,

Nor view'd thy dying agony ;

I felt not what my parents felt,

The doubt, the terror, the distress,

Nor vainly for my brother knelt

;

My heart was spar'd that wretchedness.

One sentence told me in a breath

My brother's illness, and his death !

The days of mourning glided by,

And brought me back my gaiety

;

For soon to childhood's wayward heart

Does crush'd affection cease to smart

;
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Again I join'd the playful crowd

Of boyish playmates, wild and loud
;

I learnt to view with careless eye

My sable garb of misery
;

No more I wept my brother's lot,

His image was almost forgot,

And ev'ry deeper shade of pain

Had vanish'd from my soul again.

The well-known morn I used to greet

With boyhood's joy, at length was beaming,

And thoughts of home, and raptures sweet,

In ev'ry eye, but mine, were gleaming.

But I, amidst that youthful band

Of beating hearts and beaming eyes,

Nor smil'd, nor spoke, at joy's command,

Nor felt those wonted ecstacies.

I lov'd my home, but trembled now
To view my father's alter'd brow ;

I fear'd to meet my mother's eye,

And hear her voice of agony
;

I fear'd to view my native spot,

Where he who lov'd it, now was not

!

The pleasures of my home were fled,

—

My brother slumber'd with the dead !

Pensive I reach'd my father's gate,

No smiling faces met me now ;

I enter'd,—all was desolate,

—

Grief sat upon my mother's brow
;

I heard her, as she kiss'd me, sigh ;

A tear was in my father's eye
;

G
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My little brothers round me press'd,

In gay unthinking childhood blest ;—
Long, long, that hour is past ; but when

Shall I forget the mournful scene !

The sabbath came ; with mournful pace

I sought my brother's burial place
;

That shrine, which when I last had view'd,

In vigour by my side he stood.

I gaz'd around with fearful eye,

All things repos'd in sanctity
;

1 reach'd the chancel ; nought was changed :

The altar decently arrang'd,

The pure white cloth above the shrine,

The consecrated bread and wine,

All was the same ; I saw no trace

Of sorrow in that holy place

;

One hurried glance I downward gave,—

My foot was on my brother's grave !

And years have past, and thou art now
Forgotten in thy silent tomb !

And cheerful is my mother's brow,

My father's eye has lost its gloom !

And years have past ; and death has laid

Another victim by thy side
;

With thee he roams an infant shade,

But not more pure than thee, he died.

Blest are ye both !—your ashes rest

,
Beside the spot you lov'd the best

;

And that dear home which saw your birth,

O'erlooks you in your bed of earth.
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But who can tell what blissful shore

Your angel spirits wander o'er

;

0, who can tell what raptures high

Now bless your immortality !

My boyish days are nearly gone,

My breast is not unsullied now,

And worldly cares and woes will soon

Cut their deep furrows on my brow ;

And life will take a darker hue,

From ills my brother never knew

;

And human passions o'er my soul

May hold their dark and fell control.

And I have made me bosom friends,

And lov'd, and link'd my heart with others

;

But who with mine his bosom blends,

As mine was blended with my brother's ?

When years of rapture glided by,

The spring of life's unclouded weather,

Our souls were knit ; —and thou and I,

My brother, grew in love together.

The chain is broke which bound us then,

When shall I find its like again !

TO MRS. S.—By her Husband.

For blooming health, for ease from pains,

I left my streams, I left my plains,

—

Hope fledg'd my wings to roam

;

But tyrant pow'r, and anxious care

Too sure had fix'd th' invidious snare,

To catch me when from home.
g 2
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Ah ! what had I abroad to do ?

With me the peaceful olive grew,

And life's all healing baume

Contentment, on her turtle wings,

Brought joys to me unfelt by kings,

And ev'ry blessing home.

Of all thy sex, thou first, and best,

Thou Virtue, by the Graces drest,

My Margaretta come ;

From dissipation, doubts, and strife,

To sweet retreat and tranquil life,

Oh ! lead me, lead me home.

By day, by night, thy ceaseless love,

As constant as the lights above,

That gild the heav'nly dome

;

So constant, so benign, as they,

Thy influence waits with friendly ray,

To guide the wand'rer home.

Oh ! may the during pen of Heav'n

Record the blessings it has giv'n,

In Mem'ry's faithful tome
;

That life the grateful debt may pay,

Each silent eve, each rising day,

When safety brings me home.
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ON THE DEATH OF A POOR IDEOT.

Mrs. Dixon.

Who, hapless helpless being, who

Shall strew a flower upon thy grave,

Or who from mute oblivion's power

Thy disregarded name shall save ?

Honour, and wealth, and learning's store

The votive urn remembers long,

And e'en the annals of the poor

Live in their bard's immortal song.

But a blank stone best honours thee,

Whom sense, nor wealth, nor fame could

find;

Poorer than ought beside we see,

—

A human form without a mind.

A casket gemless ! yet for thee

Pity suspends the tender wail;

For Reason shall a moral see,

While Memory paints the simple tale.

Yes ! it shall paint thy humble form

Clad decent in its russet weed,

Happy in harmless wand'ring's charm

And pleased thy father's flock to feed.

o 3
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With vacant reckless smile she bore

Patient, the cruel scorner's jest,

With unfix'd gaze could pass it o'er,

And turn it pointless from her breast.

Her tongue, unable to display

The unform'd chaos of her mind,

No sense its rude sounds could convey-

But to parental instinct kind.

Yet close to ev'ry human form

Clings Imitation's mimic power,

And she was fond and proud to own
The school time's regulated hour.

And o'er the mutilated page

Mutter'd the mimic lesson's tone,

And e'er the scholar's task was said,

Brought ever and anon her own.

And many a truant boy would seek

And drag reluctant to his place,

And e'en the master's solemn voice

Would mock with grave and apt grimace*

Each heart humane could freely love

A nature so estrang'd from wrong,

That even infants would remove

Her from the passing traveller's tongue.

, But her prime joy was still to be

Where holy congregations bow,

Rapt in wild transports when they sung,

And when they pray'd would bend her low.
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Oh Nature ! wheresoe'er thou art,

Some latent worship still is there ;

Blush ye ! whose form without a heart

The ideot's plea can never share.

Poor guileless thing! just eighteen years

Parental cares had rear'd alone,

Then, lest thou e'er shouldst want these cares,

Heaven took thee, spotless, to its own.

Full many a watchful eye of love

Thy sickness and thy death did cheer,

And Reason, while she joys, approves

The instinct of a parent's tear.

Poor guileless thing ! forgot by men,

The heaving turf directs to thee ;

'Tis all thou art to mortal ken,

But Faith beyond the tomb can see.

For what a burst of mind shall glow

When, disencumber'd from this clod,

Thou, who on earth couldst nothing know,

Shalt rise to comprehend thy God !

Oh, could thy spirit teach us now,

Full many a truth the gay might learn,

The value of a blameless life

Full many a scorner might discern,

Yes ! they might learn, who waste their time,

What it would be to know no sin,

They who pollute the soul's sweet prime,

What to be spotless pure within.

G 4
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Go then, and seek her humble grave,

All ye who sport in Folly's ray,

And as the gale the grass shall wave,

List to a voice that seems to say,

—

" 'Tis not the measure of your powers
" To which th' eternal meed is given :

" 'Tis wasted or improved hours

" Shall forfeit or secure you heaven."

ON A YOUNG WOMAN FOUND DEAD IN

St. GEORGE'S FIELDS.—Miss M. Young.

Unhappy daughter of distress and woe,

Whate'er thy sufF'rings, and whoe'er thou art,

For thee the tear of charity shall flow,

Warm from the purest fountain of the heart.

Tho' now, alas ! abandon'd and unknown,

A parent once beheld thee with delight

;

The darling of a father's heart alone,

Or the lov'd object of a mother's sight!

For thee, perhaps, they watch'd, and toil'd, and

pray'd,

O'er thy sweet innocence with rapture hung,

And well they thought their tend
1

rest care repaid

'To hear the artless music of thy tongue !
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When dawning Reason shed her ray benign,

And all thy excellence became reveal'd,

How did they joy to see thy virtues shine,

Or hear thy praise with rapture ill-conceal'd

!

For who, alas ! can tell thy secret worth ?

What shining store of virtues might appear ?

The bosom, now defenceless on the earth,

Perhaps was gen'rous, grateful, and sincere.

The lips, that knew no friend to bid farewell,

Might once the noblest sentiments express

;

The wretched head, that unsupported fell,

Might once be turn'd to stories of distress.

Some vile deceiver (practis'd to betray)

Might win thy easy heart, destroy thy fame,

Then cast thee like a loathsome weed away,

The sport of fortune, and the child of shame

Poor wanderer ! perhaps thou could'st not find

One liberal hand the slender gift to spare:

Insatiate avarice the soul confin'd,

Or timid prudence disbeliev'd thy prayer !

Then from the world, abandon' d and forlorn,

Careless of life, and hopeless of relief,

Thine agonizing soul retir'd to mourn,

And breathe its last in unmolested grief

!

Whatever has been thy lot, lamented shade,

From sin at length and sorrow thou art free

;

Thy debt to virtue it is amply paid,

And weeping Tity pays her debt to thee.

g 5
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JESSY.

Describing the Sorrow of an ingenuous Mind, on

the melancholy Event of a licentious Amour,

Shenstone.

Why mourns my friend ? why weeps his down-
cast eye ?

That eye where mirth, where fancy us'd to

shine ?

Thy chearful meads reprove that swelling sigh

;

Spring ne'er enamel'd fairer meads than thine.

Art thou not lodg'd in Fortune's wTarm embrace ?

Wert thou not form'd by Nature's partial care ?

Blest in thy song, and blest in ev'ry grace,

That wins the friend, or that enchants the fair ?

Damon, said he, thy partial praise restrain

;

Not Damon's friendship can my peace restore ;

Alas ! his very praise awakes my pain,

And my poor wounded bosom bleeds the more.

For oh ! that nature on my birth had frown'd !

Or fortune fix'd me to some lowly cell

!

Then had my bosom 'scap'd this fatal wound,

Nor had I bid these vernal sweets farewell.

But, led by Fortune's hand, her darling child,

My youth her vain licentious bliss admir'd ;

In Fortune's train the siren Flatt'ry smil'd,

And rashly hallow'd all her queen inspir'd.
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Of folly studious, e'en of vices vain,

Ah, vices ! gilded by the rich and gay !

I chas'd the guileless daughters of the plain,

Nor dropt the chace, till Jessy was my prey.

Poor artless maid ! to stain thy spotless name
Expense, and art, and toil, united strove

;

To lure a breast that felt the purest flame,

Sustain'd by virtue, but betray'd by love.

School'd in the science of love's mazy wiles,

I cloth'd each feature with affected scorn ;

I spoke of jealous doubts, and fickle smiles,

And, feigning, left her anxious and forlorn.

Then, while the fancy'd rage alarm'd her care,

Warm to deny, and zealous to disprove,

I bade my words their wonted softness wear,

And seiz'd the minute of returning love.

To thee, my Damon, dare I paint the rest ?

Will yet thy love a candid ear incline ?

Assur'd that virtue, by misfortune prest,

Feels not the sharpness of a pang like mine.

Nine envious moons matur'd her growing shame,

Ere while to flaunt it in the face of day ;

When scorn'd of virtue, stigmatiz'd by fame,

Low at my feet desponding Jessy lay.

" Henry," she said, " by thy dear form subdu'd,

" See the sad relics of a nymph undone !

M I find, I find this rising sob renew'd :

" I sigh in shades, and sicken at the sun.
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" Amid the dreary gloom -of night, I cry,

" When will the morn's once pleasing scenes

return ?

" Yet what can morn's returning ray supply,

*' But foes that triumph, or but friends that

mourn !

" Alas ! no more that joyous morn appears

" That led the tranquil hours of spotless fame

;

" For I have steep'd a father's couch in tears,

" And ting'd a mother's glowing cheek with

shame.

" The vocal birds that raise their matin strain,

" The sportive lambs, increase my pensive

moan

;

" All seem to chase me from the cheerful plain,

" And talk of truth and innocence alone.

" If thro' the garden's flow'ry tribes I stray,

" Where bloom the jasmines that could once

allure,

" Hope not to find delight in us, they say,

" For we are spotless, Jessy ; we are pure.

u Ye flow'rs ! that well reproach a nymph so frail,

"Say, could ye with my virgin fame compare ?

" The brightest bud that scents the vernal gale

" Was not so fragrant, and was not so fair.

" Now the grave old alarm the gentler young,

" And all my fame's abhorr'd contagion flee
;

" Trembles each lip, and faulters every tongue,

" That bids the morn propitious smile on me.
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" Thus for your sake I shun each human eye
;

" I bid the sweets of blooming youth adieu
;

" To die I languish, but I dread to die,

" Lest my sad fate should nourish pangs for you.

" Raise me from earth; the pains of want remove,

" And let me silent seek some friendly shore
;

" There only, banish'd from the form I love,

" My weeping virtue shall relapse no more.

" Be but my friend ; I ask no dearer name ;

" Be such the meed of some more artful fair
;

" Nor could it heal my peace, or chase my shame,
" That pity gave what love refus'd to share.

" Force not my tongue to ask its scanty bread,

" Nor hurl thy Jessy to the vulgar crew ;

" Not such the parent's board at which I fed !

w Not such the precepts from his lips I drew !

" Haply, when age has silver' d o'er my hair,

" Malice may learn to scorn so mean a spoil

;

" Envy may slight a face no longer fair
;

" And Pity welcome to my native soil."

She spoke—nor was I born of savage race,

Nor could these hands a niggard boon assign

;

Grateful she clasp'd me in a last embrace,

And vow'd to waste her life in pray'rs for mine.

I saw her foot the lofty bark ascend

;

I saw her breast with every passion heave
;

I left her—torn from every earthly friend

;

Oh ! my hard bosom, which could bear to leave

!
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Brief let me be,—the fatal storm arose,

—

The billows rag'd, the pilot's art was vain
;

O'er the tall mast the circling surges close

;

My Jessy floats upon the wat'ry plain !

And,—see my youth's impetuous fires decay ;

Seek not to stop reflection's bitter tear

;

But warn the frolic, and instruct the gay,

From Jessy floating on her wat'ry bier

!

TO A FRIEND.

On some slight occasion estrangedfrom him,

Shenstone.

Health to my Friend, and many a cheerful day

Around his seat may peaceful shades abide !

Smooth flow the minutes, fraught with smiles,

away,

And, 'till they crown our union, gently glide.

Ah me ! too swiftly fleets our vernal bloom !

Lost to our wonted friendship, lost to joy !

Soon may thy breast the cordial wish resume,

Ere wintry doubt its tender warmth destroy.

Say, were it our's, by Fortune's wild command,

By chance to meet beneath the torrid zone

;

Wou'dst thou reject thy Damon's plighted hand ?

Wou'dst thou with scorn thy once lov'd friend

disown ?
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Life is that stranger land, that alien clime ;

Shall kindred souls forego their social claim ?

Launch'd in the vast abyss of space and time,

Shall dark suspicion quench the gen'rous flame ?

Myriads of souls, that knew one parent mold,

See sadly sever'd by the laws of chance !

Myriads, in Time's perennial list enroll'd,

Forbid by Fate to change one transient glance !

But we have met—where ills of every form,

Where passions rage, and hurricanes descend :

Say, shall we nurse the rage, assist the storm,

And guide them to the bosom of a friend ?

Yes, we have met—thro* rapine, fraud, and wrong,

Might our joint aid the paths of peace explore

!

Why leave thy friend amid the boist'rous throng,

Ere death divide us, and we meet no more ?

For oh ! pale sickness warns thy friend away !

For me no more the vernal roses bloom !

I see stern fate his ebon wand display,

And point the wither'd regions of the tomb.

Then the keen anguish from thine eye shall start,

Sad as thou follow'st my untimely bier
;

** Fool that I was—if friends so soon must part,

" To let suspicion intermix a fear."
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TO MRS. UNWIN.—Cewper.

Mary ! I want a lyre with other strings ;

Such aid from Heaven, as some have feign
1

d they

drew

!

An eloquence scarce given to mortals, new,

And undebas'd by praise of meaner things !

That, ere through age or woe I shed my wings,

I may record thy worth with honour due,

Tn verse as musical as thou art true,

—

Verse, that immortalizes whom it sings !

But thou hast little need : There is a book,

By seraphs writ, with beams of heavenly light,

On which the eyes of God not rarely look ;

A chronicle of actions, just and bright

!

There all thy deeds, my faithful Mary, shine,

And since thou own'st that praise, I spare thee

mine.

TO THE SAME.—Cowper.

The twentieth year is well nigh past,

Since first our sky was overcast,

Ah would that this might be the last

!

My Mary
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Thy spirits have a fainter flow,

I see thee daily weaker grow

—

'Twas my distress that brought thee low,

My Mary !

Thy needles, once a shining store !

For my sake restless heretofore,

Now rust disus'd, and shine no more,

My Mary !

For though thou gladly would'st fulfil

The same kind office for me still,

Thy sight now seconds not thy will,

My Mary !

But well thou playd'st the housewife's part

;

And all thy threads, with magic art-,

Have wound themselves about this heart,

My Mary !

Thy indistinct expressions seem

Like language utter'd in a dream ;

Yet me they charm, whate'er the theme,

My Mary !

Thy silver locks, once auburn bright !

Are still more lovely in my sight

Than golden beams of orient light,

My Mary

!

For could I view nor them nor thee,

What sight worth seeing could I see ?

The sun would rise in vain for me,

My Mary !



138 ELEGIES.

Partakers of thy sad decline,

Thy hands their little force resign
;

Yet gently prest, press gently mine,

My Mary !

Such feebleness of limbs thou prov'st,

That now, at every step thou mov'st

Upheld by two, yet still thou lov'st,

My Mary

!

And still to love, though prest with ill,

In wint'ry age to feel no chill,

With me is to be lovely still,

My Mary !

But ah ! by constant heed I know,

How oft the sadness that I show,

Transforms thy smiles to looks of woe,

My Mary !

And should my future lot be cast

With much resemblance of the past,

Thy worn-out heart will break at last,

My Mary !

TO MY FATHER.

Oh ! my dear Father, I can ne'er forget,

Nor, e'er remembering, cease to feel, the debt

To thee I owe ; nor e'er that debt repay,

To the late evening of my mortal day.
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Thou gav'st me being, far more sweet than this,

Thou gav'st me that which makes my being bliss
;

Thou didst to holy thoughts my bosom warm,

Thou didst my tongue to holy accents form,

And taught'st, in dawning reason's infant days,

To lisp the voice of prayer, and thanks, and praise.

IN MEMORY OF MY BELOVED MOTHER.

Who hushed my infant cares to rest ?

Who lulled me on her tender breast,

And when I stirred more closely pressed ?

My Mother.

Who sweetly stilled my wailing cries ?

Who prayed my dawning thoughts might rise

Above earth's fleeting vanities ?

My Mother.

In early youth, who soothed my woe ?

Who mourned when sickness laid me low,

But whispered, " Mercy deals the blow ?"

My Mother.

Who taught my simple heart the way
In feeble accents first to pray ?

Who watched my slumbers, cheered my day ?

My Mother.

Who strove to teach my heart to glow

With gratitude, and melt at woe ?

Each selfish feeling to forego ?

My Mother.
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Who lived in peace and died in faith,

And blest me with her latest breath ?

Who grasped my hand and smiled in death ?

My Mother.

O ! shade of her I loved so dear !

Thy fond remembrance still I bear

In my sad heart* Thou livest there.

My Mother.

THE LEAF.—Bp. Home.

" We all do fade as a leaf." Isa. lxiv.-6.

See the leaves around us falling,

Dry and withered, to the ground ;

Thus to thoughtless mortals calling,

In a sad and solemn sound :

Sons of Adam, once in Eden,

Blighted when like us he fell,

Hear the lecture we are reading,

'Tis, alas ! the truth we tell.

Virgins, much, too much presuming

On your boasted white and red
;

View us, late in beauty blooming,

Numbered now among the dead.

Griping misers, nightly waking,

See the end of all your care
;

Fled on wings of our own making,

We have left our owners bare.
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Sons of honour, fed on praises,

FluttYing high in fancied worth,

Lo ! the fickle air, that raises,

Brings us down to parent earth.

Learned sophs, in systems jaded,

Who for new ones daily call,

Cease, at length, by us persuaded,

Ev'ry leaf must have its fall.

Youths, tho' yet no losses grieve you,

Gay in health and manly grace,

Let not cloudless skies deceive you,

Summer gives to Autumn place.

Venerable sires, grown hoary,

Hither turn th' unwilling eye,

Think, amidst your falling glory,

Autumn tells a Winter nigh.

Yearly in our course returning,

Messengers of shortest stay,

Thus we preach this truth concerning,

" Heaven and earth shall pass away.*'

On the tree of life eternal,

Man, let all thy hope be staid,

Which alone, for ever vernal,

Bears a leaf that shall not fade.
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WRITTEN
In the Porch of Binstead Church, in the Isle

of Wight.

Farewell, sweet Binstead ! take a long farewell

From one unused to sight of woods and seas

;

Amid the strife of cities doomed to dwell,

Yet roused to ecstacy by sights like these ;

Who could for ever sit beneath thy trees,

Inhaling perfume from the flowery dell,

Or, list'ning to the murmur of the breeze,

Gaze with delight on ocean's awful swell.

Once more, adieu ! nor deem that I profane

Thy sacred porch, for while the sabbath strain

May fail to turn the sinner from his ways,

These are impressions none can feel in vain
;

These are the wonders that perforce must raise

The soul to God, in silent faith and praise !

THOUGHTS IN A GARDEN.— Grigg.

No longer lies Nature asleep in the root

;

She blooms in yon bough, lo ! she sets in yon fruit

;

Too soon from the bough if the blossom should fall,

No fruit will succeed,—the gay blossom is all :

Think, think, my soul, what a lesson for thee !

The bough may bloom fair, but quite barren the

tree.
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While planted I am in this garden below,

Some fruit, if but little, some fruit I must show
;

Lest He that has planted should say with a frown,

M The axe to the root ; cut the cumberer down."

My season for bearing, not long it may last,

Then wise let me be ere that season is past

;

Heaven, heaven is the clime, and once plant me

but there,

Oh ! how shall I bloom, and what fruit shall I bear ?

In the Planter's own garden, beneath His own eye,

My leaf shall not wither, my fruit shall not die
;

By that Fountain of Life I shall flourishing stand,

Which ever shall flow at the Planter's right hand.

ON VISITING THE RUINS OF DUNKSWELL
ABBEY.

Blest be the power, by Heaven's own flame

inspired,

That first through shades monastic poured the

light
;

Where, with unsocial Indolence retired,

Fell Superstition reigned in tenfold night

;

Where, long sequestered from the vulgar sight,

Religion fettered lay, her form unknown,
'Mid direful gloom and many a secret rite

;

Till now released, she claims her native throne,

And gilds th' awakening world with radiance all

her own.
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O sacred source of sweet celestial peace !

From age to age in darksome cells confined !

Blest be the voice that bade thy bondage cease,

And. sent thee forth t' illuminate the blind,

Support the weak, and raise the sinking mind :

By thee the soul her native strength explores,

Pursues the plan by favouring Heaven assigned,

Through Truth's fair path th' enlightened spirit

soars,

And the Great Cause of all with purer rites adores.

How oft, confined within this narrow grate,

With souls aspiring to a world's applause,

Have free-born spirits mourned their hapless fate !

Some hero, ardent in his country's cause,

Some patriot, formed to give a nation laws,

Or in life's milder scenes with honour share;

When each fond hope a father's hand withdraws,

And dooms his child, from ev'ry prospect fair,

To long unvarying years of lonely deep despair.

When darkness now with silence reigns around,

As the faint sun withdraws his glimm'ring

beams,

(Save when, to render horror more profound,

On the rough grate the pale moon quiv'ring

gleams,

And thro' the length'ning aisle the owlet screams)

Then, lulled by Fancy's visionary train,

His long lost friends frequent his blissful dreams
;

i He spends his days of childhood o'er again,

Till sounds the midnight bell, and proves the

vision vain.
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Yet let the hand of desolating Time

These sinking towers and mould'ring walls

revere ;

For not with useless pride they rose sublime :

Fair Science stored her choicest treasures here,

When Rapine whirled aloft her threat'ning spear,

When Murder reigned, by gothic Ignorance

crown'd :

On ev'ry plain the barbarous bands appear,

Fierce Discord bids her hostile trumpet sound,

And War, in crimson'd robe, tremendous stalks

around.

Though now in ruined majesty they lie,

The fading relics of departed days,

Yet shall their change no useless theme supply,

No trivial subject for the poet's lays

;

For, as the thoughtful mind these scenes surveys,

Whose solemn shades reflection's powers invite,

Their fading pomp that awful hand displays,

Which can, from transient ill and mental night,

Educe eternal good and intellectual light.

DEATH.

Wages of sin is death : The day is come,

Wherein the equal hand of Death must sum
The several items of man's fading glory

Into the easy total of one story.

The brows that sweat for kingdoms and renown,

To glorify their temples with a crown,

H
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At length grow cold, and leave their honoured

name
To flourish in the uncertain blast of Fame.

This is the height that glorious mortals can

Attain ; this is the highest pitch of man.

The quilted quarters of the earth's great ball,

Whose unconfined limits were too small

For his extreme ambition to deserve,

Six foot of length and three of breadth must serve.

This is the highest pitch that man can fly

;

And, after all his triumph, he must die.

Lives he in wealth ? Does well-deserved store

Limit his wish, that he can wish no more ?

And does the fairest bounty of increase

Crown him with plenty, and his days with peace ?

It is a right-hand blessing : but supply

Of wealth cannot secure him ; he must die.

Lives he in pleasure ? Does perpetual mirth

Lend him a little heaven upon this earth ?

Meets he no sullen care, no sudden loss

To cool his joys ? Breathes he without a cross ?

Wants he no pleasure that his wanton eye

Can crave or hope from Fortune ? He must die.

Lives he in honour ? hath his fair desert

Obtained the freedom of his prince's heart ?

Or may his more familiar hands disburse

Jlis liberal favours from the royal purse ?

Alas ! his honour cannot soar too high

For pale-faced Death to follow : he must die.
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Lives he a conqueror ? and doth Heaven bless

His heart with spirit : that spirit with success

;

Success with glory
;
glory with a name,

To live with the eternity of fame ?

The progress of his lasting fame may vie

With time : but yet the conqueror must die.

Great and good God ! Thou Lord of life and death,

In whom the creature hath his being, breath
;

Teach me to under-prize this life, and I

Shall find my loss the easier when 1 die.

So raise my feeble thoughts and dull desire,

That, when these vain and weary days expire,

I may discard my flesh with joy, and quit

My better part of this false earth, and it

Of some more sin ; and for this transitory

And tedious life enjoy a life of glory.

DEATH'S FINAL CONQUEST.— Shirley.

The glories of our blood and state

Are shadows, not substantial things ;

There is no armour against fate

:

Death lays his icy hands on kings :

Sceptre and crown

Must tumble down,

And in the dust be equal made
With the poor crooked scythe and spade.

h2
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Some men with swords may reap the field,

And plant fresh laurels where they kill

;

But their strong nerves at last must yield
;

They tame but one another still.

Early or late

They stoop to Fate,

And must give up their murmuring breath,

When they, pale captives, creep to death.

The garlands wither on your brow,

Then bdast no more your mighty deeds,

Upon Death's purple altar now

See where the victor victim bleeds :

All heads must come

To the cold tomb,

—

Only the actions of the just

Smell sweet, and blossom in the dust.

TO Mrs. .—J. Bawdier, Jun.

Think not, because thy quiet day

In silent goodness steals away
;

Think not, because to me alone

Thy deeds of cheerful love are known
;

That in the grave's dark chamber laid,

With thee those gentle acts shall fade :

From the low turf where virtue lies,

Shall many a bloodless trophy rise,

Whose everlasting bloom shall shame

The laurelled conqueror's proudest name.
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For there the hoary sire shall come,

And lead his babes to kiss thy tomb
;

Whose manlier steps shall oft repair

To bless a parent buried there.

The youth, whose grateful thought reveres

The hand that ruled his wayward years
;

The tender maid, whose throbbing breast

Thy gentle wisdom soothed to rest

;

And he, who well thy virtues knew,

When fortune failed, and friends were few

;

All who thy blameless course approved,

Who felt thy goodness, or who loved,

Shall croud around the honoured shrine,

And weep, and wish an end like thine.

And still, as wintry suns go down,

When winds are loud, and tempests frown,

And blazing hearths a welcome give;

Thy name in many a tale shall live.

And still, as cheerful May resumes

Her hawthorn sweets and heathy blooms,

By upland bank and mossy lee

Shall many a heart remember thee.

But chief shall Fancy love to trace

Each mental charm, each moral grace ;

These, these shall live through many a year,

To Truth, to Love, to Virtue dear
;

And pour a mild instructive strain,

When Wisdom lifts her voice in vain ;

Shall Youth's unthinking heart assuage,

And smooth the brow of careful Age.

h.3
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A FRAGMENT.—J. Bowdler, Jun.

Children of God, who, pacing slow,

Your pilgrim path pursue,

In strength and weakness, joy and woe,

To God's high calling true :

Why move ye thus with lingering tread,

A doubtful mournful band ?

Why faintly hangs the drooping head,

Why fails the feeble hand ?

Was the full orb that rose in light

To cheer your early way,

A treacherous meteor falsely bright,

That blazed and passed away ?

Was the rich vale that proudly shone

Beneath the morning beam,

A soft illusion swiftly gone,

A fair and faithless dream ?

Oh ! weak to know a Saviour's power,

To feel a Father's care :

A moment's toil, a passing shower,

Is all the grief ye share.

The lord of light, though veiled awhile

' He hide his noontide ray,

Shall soon in lovelier beauty smile

To gild the closing day

;
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And bursting through the dusky shroud

That dared his power invest,

Ride throned in light o'er every cloud

Triumphant to his rest.

And there, beneath His beam renewed,

That glorious vale shall shine,

So long by trembling hope pursued,

And now for ever thine.

Then, Christian, dry the falling tear,

The faithless doubt remove ;

Redeem'd at last from guilt and fear,

Oh ! wake thy heart to love.

A Saviour's blood hath bought thy peace,

Thy Saviour God adore
;

He bade the throb of terror cease,

The pains of guilt he bore.

TO HIS MOTHER.—J. Bowdler, Jun.

Thou dearest object of my earliest love,

Whom Nature's voice first taught me to adore,

Ere rising Reason's mandate could approve,

What heaven-taught instinct had inspired before;

what a race my weary feet have run,

Since last thy image met my wishful eye ;

Then waft me hence, thou quick revolving sun,

To that lov'd region of eternal joy.

h 4



152 ELEGIES.

For where can man in .heaven's high realms

beside,

Heart- soothing peace and gentle pleasure find
;

If senseless apathy in stoic pride,

Constrain each nobler feeling of the mind ?

'Tis warm Affection's links that mildly join

In sacred sympathy each kindred soul,

When, rich with mercies from the hand divine,

Days, months, and years, in blissful silence roll.

Such were the hours that once in rapture flew,

While every day increase of bliss supplied :

With every hour some sweeter pleasure grew,

Each wish prevented, and each want untried.

Yet, e'en while Freedom spread her charms

around,

While laughed the morn, and every joy was

mine,

Could fancied sorrows real pleasures wound,

And passion thwart reflection's cool design.

Fool that 1 was—full oft I vowed in vain,

To rule my life with Reason's sober sway

;

Till headstrong Passion snatched the slackened

rein,

And chased Reflection's milder power away.

Then, when overwhelmed I lay with fancied woe,

Thy present image cheered the darkling scene,

Methinks e'en now thy gentle dictates flow,

Queen of each thought, of each affection queen
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For thou art all that Heaven itself could form,

The noblest soul and meekest spirit joined
;

Nor Fortune's dream, nor Fate's o'erwhelming

storm

Can change th' unaltered tenor of thy mind.

yet, while youth smiles in its earliest prime,

This ruffian soul with meekest thoughts inspire,

Thoughts like thine own ; e'er the rude hand of

Time

Light every spark, and fan the rising fire.

While thus entranced I soothed each wishful care

With silent Meditation's gentle power,

Slow sunk the Sun, while poured on Night's dull

ear,

These awful dictates charmed the sacred hour

:

i

" Say why, my son, thus pensive and alone,

" Does thy sad heart with fancied sorrows

mourn ;

" Think'st thou these, childish sighs, this abject

groan,

" Can bid the scenes of former bliss return ?

" Know, then, that years on hasty pinions fly,

" Not pleasure's poison can their force destroy;

" Silent we steal through life, are born and die,

" Catch fancied bliss, and taste unreal joy.

" But oh ! how wretched he, whose infant heart

" No mother's tender precepts e'er refined;

" To him no joys can love's sweet balm impart,

" Or soft affection sooth his tortured mind.

h 5



154 ELEGIES.

" Go then,—to Heaven thy pure devotions pay

;

" Go sooth thy Mother's soul with filial zeal,

" Tear from her heart each anxious care away,
" Feel what you are, and dare be what you feel."

TO MISS B-

Then two years old.—Miss Bowdler.

Sweet blossom, opening to the beams of day !

Dear object of affection's tender care !

For whom she gently smooths the painful way,

Inspires the anxious wish, the ardent prayer

!

How pleasing in thy infant mind to trace

The dawn of reason's force, of fancy's fire,

The soft impression of each future grace,

And all a parent's warmest hopes desire !

How sweet that smile unknown to ev'ry art,

Inspired by innocence, and peace, and joy !

How pure the transports of thy guiltless heart,

Which yet no fears alarm, no cares annoy !

No airy phantoms of uncertain woe,

The blessings of the present hour allay;

No empty hopes a fancied good bestow,

Then leave the soul to real grief a prey.

Gay pleasure sparkles in thy gentle eye,

, Some new delight in ev'ry scene appears—

Yet soft affection heaves a secret sigh,

And sends an anxious look to distant years.
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While those dear smiles with tender love I view,

And o'er thy infant charms enraptured bend,

Does my fond hope a real good pursue ?

And do these arms embrace a future friend ?

Should Heaven to me a lengthened date assign,

Will e'er that love thy gentle heart engage

With friendship's purest flame to answer mine,

And charm the languor of declining age ?

Yet not for me these ardent wishes rise,

Beyond the limits of my fleeting years,

For thee, dear babe, my prayers ascend the skies,

And pleasing hope my anxious bosom cheers.

May innocence still guard thy artless youth,

Ere vice and folly's snares thy breast alarm,

Wr
hile sweetness, modesty, and spotless truth,

Beam from thy soul, and brighten ev'ry charm !

May Heaven to thee its choicest gifts impart,

Beyond what wealth bestows, or pride pursues,

With ev'ry virtue animate thy heart,

And raise thy efforts to the noblest views !

In transport wrapt may each fond parent see

Thro' rising years those virtues still improve,

While ev'ry tender care now felt for thee,

Thy heart repays with never-ceasing love.

When pleasure smiles, and strews thy path with

flow'rs,

And youthful fancy doubles ev'ry joy,

May brighter hopes attend thy gayest hours,

And point to bliss which time can ne'er destroy

!
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And when the panas of woe thy breast must tear,

When pleasure fades, and fancy charms no more,

Still may those hopes the gloomy prospect cheer,

Unmoved by grief, unchanged by fortune's

power.

May love, esteem, and friendship, crown thy days,

With joys to guilt unknown, from doubt secure,

While heavenly truth inspires the voice of praise,

And bids that praise beyond the world endure !

Thro' life to Virtue's sacred dictates true,

Be such thy joys as angels must approve,

Such as may lead to raptures ever new,

To endless peace and purest bliss above !

STANZAS.—Mrs. Carter.

Acquaint thyself with God, and be at peace;

To His attentive ear thy griefs confide ;

His tender care each throbbing pain shall ease,

His arm sustain thee, and His counsel guide.

No cold neglect the faithful heart repays,

Whose stedfast aim solicits His regard ;

Each wish for merit, each attempt to please

He views, and His approving smiles reward.

Thro' ev'ry changing scene His constant love

Alike shall make its happy object blest

;

Shall ev'ry joy of active life improve,

And sooth its latest agonies to rest.
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ON A THUNDER STORM.

By Bishop Lowthy at the age of 14.

Locked in the arms of balmy sleep

From every care of day,

As silent as the folded sheep,

And as serene, I lay.

Sudden tremendous thunders roll,

Quick lightnings round me glare,

The solemn scene alarms the soul,

And wakes the mind to prayer.

Whate'er, Lord, in this dread hour,

These awful sounds portend,

Whether sole engines of Thy power,

Or groans for Nature's end,

Vouchsafe, amidst this time of dread,

Thy gracious arm to rear
;

O save from death each friendly head,

And all my soul holds dear.

If waked by Thy vindictive hand

This awful tempest stirs ;

That peal the voice of Thy command,

Those flames Thy messengers
;

Welcome the bolt where'er it fall

Beneath the passing sun
;

Thy sovereign will determines all,

And let that will be done !
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By all such strong explosive shakes,

One truth be understood :

The glorious God the thunder makes,

And all He makes is good.

But if, as Nature's laws ordain,

Not destined by Thy will,

The bolt exerts its wild domain,

Self-authorised to kill

;

Quick interpose, all-gracious Lord,
In this tremendous night,

Arise, and be alike adored,

For mercy and for might.

Let it not fall where riot foul

Pours forth the drunken jest,

Nor where the guilt-envenomed soul

Starts from its troubled rest.

Succour the couch where beauty lies,

All trembling pale with fear
;

Where sickness lifts its languid eyes,

Oh pour Thy comforts there.

Awhile spare those sinful breasts

Whose deeds the night deform,

And strike where smiling virtue rests

Unconscious of the storm.

Thus in the awful judgment day,
1 Whose image shakes the soul,

When keenest lightnings shoot their ray,

And loudest thunders roll,
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Well pleased, Lord, each eye shall see

Those final thunders hurled
;

And mark with joy, for love of Thee,

That flash which melts the world.

ON THE BATH HOSPITAL.

Open to the sick Poor of every Part of the World,

Anstey.

! pause awhile, whoe'er thou art

That drink'st this healing stream
;

If e'er compassion o'er thy heart

Diffused its heavenly beam ;

Think on the wretch whose distant lot

This friendly aid denies
;

Think, how in some poor lonely cot

He unregarded lies,

Hither the helpless stranger bring,

Relieve his heart-felt woe

;

And let thy^bounty, like this spring,

In genial currents flow.

So may thy years from grief, and pain,

And pining want, be free ;

And thou from Heaven that mercy gain

The poor receive from thee.
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CHILD OF MAN.—J. Bowdler, Jun.

*' Child of Man, whose seed below
" Must fulfil their race of woe,
" Heir of want, and doubt, and pain,

" Does thy fainting heart complain ?

" Oh ! in thought one night recall

" The night of grief in Herod's hall,

" There I bore the vengeance due,

" Freely bore it all for you.

" Child of Dust, Corruption's son,

" By pride deceived, by pride undone,

" Willing captive, yet be free,

" Take my yoke, and learn of me
;

" I, of heaven and earth the Lord,
" God with God, the eternal Word,
" I forsook my Fathers side,

" Toil'd, and wept, and bled, and died.

" Child of Doubt, does fear surprize,

<c Vexing thought within thee rise ;

"Wondering, murmuring, dost thou gaze

" On evil men and evil days ?

" Oh ! if darkness round thee lower,

" Darker far my dying hour;

" Which bade that fearful cry awake,

^

c My God, my God, dost thou forsake!

" Child of Sin, by guilt oppress'd,

" Heaves at last thy throbbing breast?
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" Hast thou felt the mourner's part ?

" Fear'st thou now thy failing heart ?

M Bear thee on, beloved of God,
" Tread the path thy Saviour trod

;

" He the Tempter's power hath known,
" He hath pour'd the garden groan.

" Child of Heaven, by me restor'd,

" Love thy Saviour, serve thy Lord
;

" Seal'd with that mysterious name,

" Bear the cross, and scorn the shame
;

" Then, like me, thy conflict o'er,

M Thou shalt rise to sleep no more :

" Partner of my purchas'd throne,

" One in joy, in glory one."

Intended as a Supplement to the above, when the

latter Stanzas were supposed to be lost.

Rev. Thomas Bovjdler.

Child of Wrath, and heir of woe,

Friend of Heaven's deadly foe,

Does thy fainting spirit fail,

Shuddering at Death's gloomy vale ?

I have stretched My arm to save,

Have won the victory from the grave ;

Have shed a light o'er Death's dark gloom,

Beaming from the broken tomb.
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Child of weakness, dost thou fear

Pain, or grief, or scornful jeer ?

On Me, thy pattern, fix thine eye,

Sinking low, but risen high.

I have borne each hateful name,

Endured the cross, despised the shame

Tread the path thy Saviour trod,

—

Know, obey, and love thy God.

Child of jgrief—do terrors rise ?

Swell with tears thy downcast eyes ?

Feels thy heart sin's galling load,

And the holy wrath of God ?

I have known temptation's power,

Have feared—have felt the trying hour.

Trembling mourner, look on Me

;

I, who suffered, plead for thee.

Child of God, by sorrow tried,

Chastened, humbled, purified

;

When thy latest hour draws near,

Canst thou banish doubt and fear?

Fainting o'er the opening grave

Canst thou trust My power to save ?

Servant ! well thy work is done

—

Soldier ! rest, thy battle's won.

Child of glory—lift thine eyes ;

View by faith the promised prize,

Join the sainted choirs that sing

Praise to heaven's eternal King.
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I, who called thee once to share

My yoke, My cross of death to bear,

Call thee now to share a throne,

As I My Father's, thou My own.

ON THE SPRING.

The Sentiment from the divine Herbert.

Bp. Home.

Sweet day, so cool, so calm, so bright,

Bridal of earth and sky,

The dew shall weep thy fall to-night

;

For thou, alas ! must die.

Sweet rose, in air whose odours wave,

And colour charms the eye,

Thy root is ever in its grave

,

And thou, alas ! must die.

Sweet Spring, of days and roses made,

Whose charms for beauty vie,

Thy days depart, thy roses fade,

Thou too, alas ! must die.

Be wise then, Christian, while you may,

For swiftly time is flying

;

The thoughtless man, that laughs to-day,

To-morrow will be dying.
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TRIUMPHS OF FAITH.

From Bible Rhymes.—Mrs. H. Moore.

Thy triumphs, Faith, we need not take

Alone from the blest martyr's stake
;

In scenes obscure, no less we see

That Faith is a reality
;

An evidence of things not seen,

A substance firm whereon to lean.

Go, search the cottager's lone room,

The day scarce piercing thro' the gloom
;

The Christian on his dying bed,

Unknown, unletter'd, hardly fed;

No flattering witnesses attend,

To tell how glorious was his end

;

Save in the book of life, his name
Unheard, he never dreamt of fame

;

No human consolation near,

No voice to soothe, no friend to cheer

;

Of every earthly stay bereft,

And nothing,—but his Saviour, left.

Fast sinking to his kindred dust,

The Word of Life is still his trust

;

The joy God's promises impart

Lies like a cordial at his heart

;

Unshaken Faith its strength supplies,

He loves, believes, adores, and dies !
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FROM THE SCEPTIC—Mrs. Hemans.

O say, cold sophist ! if by thee bereft

Of that high hope, to misery what were left,

When o'er our heads the desolating blast

Fraught with inscrutable decrees hath pass'd,

And the stern pow'r who seeks the noblest prey

Hath call'd our fairest and our best away ?

And thou, just lent thy gladden'd isles to bless,

Then snatch'd from earth with all thy loveliness,

With all a nation's blessings on thy head,

England's flower ! wert gather'd to the dead.

But thou didst teach us.- Thou to ev'ry heart

Faith's lofty lesson didst thyself impart

!

When fled the hope thro' all thy pangs which

smil'd,

When thy young bosom, o'er thy lifeless child,

Yearn'd with vain longing,—still thy patient eye,

To its last light, beam'd holy constancy !

Torn from a lot in cloudless sunshine cast,

Amidst those agonies,—thy first and last,

Thy pale lip quivering with convulsive throes

Breath'd not a plaint, and settled in repose

;

While bow'd thy royal head to Him, whose power

Spoke in the fiat of that midnight hour,

Who from the brightest vision of a throne,

Love, glory, empire, claim'd thee for his own !

" It is the will of God !"—yet, yet we hear

The words which closed thy beautiful career
;

Yet should we mourn thee in thy blest abode,

But for that thought,—" It is the will of God."
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THE MECHANISM OF MAN.

" 1" am fearfully and wonderfully made."—Psalm

cxxxix. v. 14.

Fond atheist ! could a giddy dance

Of atoms blindly hurled

Produce so regular, so fair,

So harmonized a world ?

Why do not Lybia's driving sands,

The sport of every storm,

A palace here, the child of chance,

Or there a temple form ?

Presumptuous wretch ! thyself survey ;

That lesser fabric scan
;

Tell me, from whence the immortal dust,

The God, the reptile man ?

Where wast thou, when the embryo earth

From chaos burst its way,

When stars exulting sang the morn,

And hailed the new-born day ?

What fingers brace the tender nerves,

The twisting fibres spin ?

Who clothes in flesh the hardening bone,

And weaves the silken skin ?

How came the brain and beating heart,

Life's more immediate throne,

(Where fatal every touch) to dwell

Immailed in solid bone ?
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Who taught the wandering tides of blood

To leave the vital urn,

Visit each limb in purple streams,

And faithfully return ?

How know the nerves to hear the will,

The heavy limbs to wield ?

The tongue ten thousand tastes discern,

Ten thousand accents yield ?

How know the lungs to heave and pant ?

Or how the fringed lid

To guard the fearful eye, or brush

The sullied ball unbid ?

The delicate, the winding ear

To image every sound,

The eye to catch the pleasing view,

And tell the senses round ?

Who bids the babe, new launched in life,

The milky draught arrest,

And with its eager fingers press

The nectar-streaming breast ?

Who with a love too big for words

The mother's bosom warms,

Along the rugged paths of life

To bear it in her arms ?

A God ! a God ! creation shouts,

A God each insect cries
;

He moulded in His palm the earth,

And hung it in the skies.
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" Let us make man (0 voice divine)

" And stamp a God on clay,

" To govern nature's humbler births,

" To bear an earthly sway."

He said : with strength and beauty clad,

Young health in every vein,

With thought enthroned upon his brow,

Walked forth majestic man.

Around he turns his wandering eyes,

All nature's works surveys,

Admires the earth, the skies, himself,

And tunes his tongue to praise.

Thou art growing old, thy head is grey,

Life, like a spectre, glides away

;

The evening shades are gathering fast,

Thy fleeting day will soon be past

!

Then on the verge of life's decline,

Be solemn recollection thine !

Review the hours for ever gone
;

The hour of death comes hast'ning on.

Ah ! has improvement, Conscience say,

Kept pace with life's advancing day ?

Have all the hours thou hast enjoy'd

To the best purpose been employ'd ?
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How much has pass'd in airy dreams,

In idle visionary schemes ?

But, though this time was spent amiss,

How much was spent much worse than this ?

Has not thy breast with anger burn'd,

And ill for ill how oft return'd ?

Nay, hast thou not misunderstood,

And evil oft return'd for good !

Hast thou been thankful to that power,

Which sav'd thy life in danger's hour ?

With blessings who has crown'd thy days ?

—

Say, what returns of grateful praise ?

When He chastis'd thee, hast thou, then,

Submissive to His chastening been ?

Say, didst thou not aloud repine

When Heav'n has cross' d some fond design ?

Or, if thy speech has been restrain'd,

Has not a secret murm'ring pain'd ?

Has envy ne'er thy breast annoy'd,

At good which others have enjoy'd?

Hast thou, according to thy store,

Been liberal always to the poor ?

And didst thou sympathetic grieve,

O'er ills which thou could'st not relieve ?

Hast thou been kind to all thy friends,

Not seeking merely selfish ends ?

And hast thou from thy early youth

Adher'd to plain and simple truth ?

I
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Were all thy dealings strictly just,

And faithful always to thy trust ?

Have those who watch'd thee never foun

Thy footsteps on forbidden ground ?

Hast thou been thankful for that light,

Which Heav'n has shed o'er nature's night ?

Hast thou the Gospel rightly prized,

And ne'er its sacred truths despised ?

Say, hast thou kept thy heart from sin ?

Has all been pure and right within ?

Didst thou in secret always be

As seeing Him who seeth thee ?

The past review'd with solemn care,

Will call for penitence, and prayer

To Him alone who can forgive,

And bid the penitent to live.

TO REFLECTION.

While from the busy haunts of men I rove,

Their folly, noise, and riot leave behind,

And wander far among the scenes I love,

Do thou enlighten and expand my mind.

What worlds on worlds unnumber'd round me roll

Their glorious orbs, and speak their Maker's

praise :

How great, magnificent, sublime the whole !

Then in my breast devotion's altar raise.
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Bring with thee Charity, sweet dove-ey'd maid

!

And Pity, weeping at another's pain
;

Let Hope attend thy train, with uprais'd head ;

So shall my heart the heaving sigh restrain.

Oh ! lead me oft where want and sickness lie,

Forsaken by the proud, the rich, the gay :

Tho' low my state, I can afford a sigh ;

Tho' poor, to misery I've a tear to pay.

Be it my pride within my humble sphere

To lend to drooping; age the aiding hand !

To wipe from Misery's eye the gushing tear,

Nor e'er the still small voice of Grief withstand.

Oh, blest sensations ! balm to feeling minds !

To comfort and to sooth the couch of Woe,

The lux'ries which the good man ever finds,

Be they my lot, let them my heart o'erflow.

Thus by thy aid my days shall glide away,

Nor riches, fame, nor honours do I crave

;

Cheer'd by thy smile, l'llchaunt my pensive lay,

And steal, contented, to my humble grave.

BEAUTY SHORT-LIVED.

The morning flowers display their sweets,

And gay their silken leaves unfold,

As careless of the noon-tide heats,

And fearless of the evening's cold.

I 2
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Nipt by the wind's untimely blast,

Parch'd by the sun's directer ray,

The momentary glories waste,

The short-liv'd beauties die away.

So blooms the human face divine,

When youth its pride of beauty shows ;

Fairer than spring the colours shine,

And sweeter than the new-blown rose.

But worn by slowly rolling years,

Or broke by sickness in a day,

The fading glory disappears,

The short-lived beauties die away.

Yet these, new rising from the tomb,

With lustre brighter far shall shine

;

(If goodness in the life did bloom,)

Safe from diseases and decline.

Let sickness blast, let death devour,

So heaven but recompense our pains ;

Perish the grass, and fade the flower,

If firm the word of God remains.

CONTENTMENT.— Beattie.

Lovely, lasting peace of mind,

Sweet delight of human kind !

Whither, O whither art thou fled,

To lay thy meek contented head }



ELEGIES. 173

Lovely lasting Peace appear !

This world itself, if thou art here,

Is once again with Eden bless'd,

And man contains it in his breast.

'Twas thus, as under shade I stood,

I sung my wishes to the wood,

And, lost in thought, no more perceiv'd

The branches whisper as they wav'd :

It seem'd, as all the quiet place

Confess'd the presence of the Grace ;

When thus she spoke—" Go, rule thy will,

M Bid thy wild passions all be still,

M Know God, and bring thy heart to know
M The joys which from Religion flow:

" Then ev'ry grace shall prove its guest,

" And I'll be there to crown the rest."

NIGHT.—Mrs. Carter.

While Night in solemn shade invests the pole,

And calm Reflexion soothes the pensive soul;

While Reason undisturb'd asserts her sway,

And life's deceitful colours fade away

:

To Thee, all-conscious Fresenoe ! I devote

This peaceful interval of sober thought

;

Here all my better faculties confine,

And be this hour of sacred silence Thine.

If, by the day's illusive scenes misled,

My erring soul from Virtue's path has stray'd ;

i3
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If, by example snar'd, by passion warm'd,

Some false delight my giddy sense has charm'd

;

My calmer thoughts the wretched choice reprove,

And my best hopes are center' d in thy love.

Depriv'd of this, can life one joy afford ?

Its utmost boast a vain unmeaning word.

But ah ! how oft my lawless passions rove,

And break those awful precepts I approve !

Pursue the fatal impulse I abhor,

And violate the virtue I adore !

Oft, when Thy gracious Spirit's guardian care

Warn'd my fond soul to shun the tempting snare,

My stubborn will His gentle aid represt,

And check'd the rising goodness in my breast,

Mad with vain hopes, or urg'd by false desires,

Still'd His soft voice, and quench'd His sacred fires.

With grief opprest, and prostrate in the dust,

ShouldstThou condemn, I own the sentence just;

But, oh ! Thy softer titles let me claim,

And plead my cause by Mercy's gentle name :

Mercy, that wipes the penitential tear,

And dissipates the horrors of despair
;

From rig'rous justice steals the vengeful hour;

Softens the dreadful attribute of power;

Disarms the wrath of an offended God,

And seals my pardon in a Saviour's blood.

All-pow'rful Grace, exert thy gentle sway,

And teach my rebel passions to obey :

Lest lurking folly with insidious art

Regain my volatile inconstant heart.
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Shall every high resolve Devotion frames,

Be only lifeless sounds and specious names ?

Oh, rather, while Thy hopes and fears controul

In this still hour each motion of my soul,

Secure its safety by a sudden doom,

And be the soft retreat of sleep my tomb.

Calm let me slumber in that dark repose,

'Till the last morn its orient beam disclose
;

Then, when the great archangel's potent sound

Shall echo thro' creation's ample round,

Wak'd from the sleep of death, with joy survey

The op'ning splendors of eternal day.

ON THE DEATH OF A LADY.-Beattie.

Still shall unthinking man substantial deem

The forms that fleet through life's deceitful dream ?

On clouds, where Fancy's beam amusive plays,

Shall heedless Hope his towering fabric raise ?

'Till at Death's touch th' ideal glories fly,

And real scenes rush dismal on the eye ?

O ye, whose hours in jocund train advance,

Whose spirits to the song of gladness dance

;

O yet, while Fate delays th' impending woe,

Be rous'd to thought, anticipate the blow

;

Lest, like the lightning's glance, the sudden ill

Flash to confound, and penetrate to kill

:

Lest, thus encompass'd with funereal gloom,

Like me, ye bend o'er some untimely tomb,

i 4



176 ELEGIES.

Pour your wild ravings in Night's frighted ear,

And half pronounce Heaven's sacred doom severe.

Wise ! beauteous ! good !— every grace corn-

bin' d,

That charms the eye, that captivates the mind !

Fair, as the flow'ret opening on the morn,

Whose leaves bright drops of liquid pearl adorn !

Sweet, as the downy-pinion' d gale, that roves

To gather fragrance in Arabian groves !

Mild, as the strains, that at the close of day

Warbling remote, along the vales decay!

—

Yet, why with those compared ? what tints so fine,

What sweetness, mildness, can be match'd with

thine ?

Why roam abroad? Since still, to Fancy's eyes,

I see, I see thy lovely form arise.

—

Ah whither fled !—ye dear illusions stay !

—

Lo, pale and silent lies the lovely clay !

All cold the hand, that soothed Woe's weary head!

All quench'd the eye, the pitying tear that shed !

All mute the voice, whose pleasing accents stole,

Infusing balm into the rankled soul !

—

O Death, why arm with cruelty thy power,

Why spare the weed, yet crop the lovely flower !

Why fly thy shafts in lawless error driven !

Is Virtue then no more the care of Heaven ?

—

But peace, bold thought ! be still, my bursting

heart !

"\Ye, not Eliza, felt the fatal dart.

'Scaped the dark dungeon does the slave complain,

Nor bless the hand that broke the galling chain ?
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happy stroke, that bursts the bonds of clay,

Darts through the rending gloom the blaze of day,

And wings the soul with boundless flight to soar,

Where dangers threat, and fears alarm no more.

ON THE

DEATH OF LADY COVENTRY.—Mason.

The midnight clock has toll'd, and hark ! the bell

Of death beats slow ! heard ye the note profound?

It pauses now ; and now, with rising knell,

Flings to the hollow gale its sullen sound.

Yes, Coventry is dead : attend the strain,

Daughters of Albion ! ye that, light as air,

So oft have tript in her fantastic train,

With hearts as gay, and faces half as fair.

For she was fair beyond your brightest bloom,

(This Envy owns, since now her bloom is fled
;)

Fair as the forms that, wove in fancy's loom,

Float in light vision round the poet's head.

Whene'er with soft serenity she smil'd,

Or caught the orient blush of quick surprise ;

How sweetly mutable, how brightly wild,

The liquid lustre darted from her eyes !

Each look, each motion wak'd a new-born grace,

That o'er her form its transient glory cast

;

Some lovelier wonder soon usurpt the place,

Chas'd by a charm still lovelier than the last.

i5
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That bell again ! it tells us what she is ;

On what she was, no more the strain prolong
;

Luxuriant Fancy, pause -an hour like this

Demands the tribute of a serious song.

Maria claims it from that sable bier,

Where cold and wan the slumb'rer rests her

head;

In still small whispers to Reflection's ear

She breathes the solemn dictates of the dead.

O catch the awful notes, and lift them loud
;

Proclaim the theme, by sage, by foo!, rever'd
;

Hear it, ye young, ye vain, ye great, ye proud

:

'Tis Nature speaks, and Nature will be heard.

Yes, ye shall hear, and tremble as ye hear,

While high with health your hearts exulting

leap;

Even in the midst of pleasure's mad career,

The mental monitor shall wake and weep.

For say, than Coventry's propitious star,

What brighter planet on your birth arose,

Or gave of fortune's gifts an ampler share,

In life to lavish, or by death to lose ?

Early to lose, while borne on busy wing

Ye sip the nectar of each varying bloom
;

Nor fear, while basking in the beams of spring,

The wintry storm that sweeps you to the tomb.
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Think of her fate ! revere the heavenly hand

That led her hence, though soon, by steps so

slow :

Long at her couch Death took his patient stand,

And menac'd oft, and oft withheld the blow.

To give reflection time, with lenient art,

Each fond delusion from her soul t'expel

;

Teach her from folly peaceably to part,

And wean her from a world she lov'd so well.

Say, are ye sure His mercy shall extend

To you so long a span ? Alas ! ye sigh :

Make, then, while yet ye may, your God your

friend,

And learn with equal ease to sleep or die.

Nor think the Muse, whose sober voice ye hear,

Contracts with bigot frown her sullen brow

;

Casts round Religion's orb the mists of fear,

Or shades with horrors, what would smiles

allow.

No : she would warm you with seraphic fire,

Heirs as ye are of Heaven's eternal day ;

Would bid you boldly to that heaven aspire,

Not sink and slumber in your cells of clay.

Know ye were form'd to range yon azure field,

In yon ethereal founts of bliss to lave ;

Force then, secure in Faith's protecting shield,

The sting from death, the victory from the grave.
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Is this the bigot's rant ? Away, ye vain,

Your hopes, your fears, in doubt, in dulness

steep

;

Go, sooth your souls in sickness, grief, or pain,

With the sad solace of eternal sleep !

Yet will 1 praise you, triflers as ye are,

More than those preachers of your fav'rite creed,

Who proudly swell the brazen throat of war ;

Who form the phalanx, bid the battle bleed

:

Nor wish for more : who conquer but to die.

Hear, Folly, hear ; and triumph in the tale :

Like you, they reason ; not, like you, enjoy

The breeze of bliss, that fills your silken sail.

On Pleasure's glitt'ring stream you gaily steer

Your little course to cold Oblivion's shore

:

They dare the storm, and, through th' inclement

year,

Stem the rough surge, and brave the torrent's

roar.

Is it for glory ? That just fate denies.

Long must the warrior moulder in his shroud,

Ere from her trump the heaven-breath'd accents

rise,

That lift the hero from the n^htinsr crowd.o

Is it his grasp of empire to extend

;

To curb hostilities, or baffle views ?

Ambition, cease ; the idle contest end ;

'Tis but a kingdom thou canst win or lose.
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And why must murder'd myriads lose their all,

(If life be all) why Desolation lour,

With famish'd frown, on this affrighted ball,

That thou may'st flame the meteor of an hour?

Go, wiser ye, that flutter life away,

Crown with the mantling juice the goblet high;

Weave the light dance with festive freedom gay,

And live your moment, since the next ye die.

Yet know, vain sceptics, knowth' Almighty mind,

Who breath'd on man a portion of His fire,

Bid his free soul, by earth nor time confin'd,

To heav'n, to immortality, aspire.

Nor shall the pile of hope, His mercy rear'd,

By vain philosophy be e'er destroy'd

;

Eternity by all, or wish'd or fear'd,

Shall be by all or suffer'd or enjoy'd.
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CELESTIAL HOPE.—Miss Bowdler.

Friend to the wretch whose bosom knows no joy !

Parent of bliss beyond the reach of fate !

Celestial Hope, thou gift divine!

Sweet balm of grief, still be mine !

When pains torment, and cares annoy,

Thou only canst their force abate,

And gild the gloom which shades this mortal state.

Tho' oft thy joys are false and vain,

Tho' anxious doubts attend thy train,

Tho' disappointment mocks thy care,

And points the way to fell despair
;

Yet still my secret soul shall own thy pow'r,

In Sorrow's bitterest pang, in Pleasure's gayest

hour.

For from the date of Reason's birth

That wond'rous pow'r was given,

To soften every grief on earth,

To raise the soul from thoughtless mirth,

And wing its flight to heaven

:

Nor Pain nor Pleasure can its force destroy,

—

In every varied scene it points to future joy.
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LI.

Fancy, wave thy airy pinions,

Bid the soft ideas rise,

Spread o'er all thy wide dominions

Vernal sweets and cloudless skies.

And lo ! on yonder verdant plain

A lovely youthful train appear,

Their gentle hearts have felt no pain,

Their guiltless bosoms know no fear

:

In each gay scene some new delight they find,

Yet fancy gayer prospects still behind.

Where are the soft delusions fled ?

Must wisdom teach the soul to mourn ?

Return, ye days of ignorance, return !

Before my eyes your fairy visions spread

!

Alas ! those visions charm no more,

The pleasing dream of youth is o'er

;

Far other thoughts must now the soul employ,

It glows with other hopes, it pants for other joy.

III.

The trumpet sounds to war

;

Loud shouts re-echo from the mountain's side,

The din of battle thunders from afar,

The foaming torrent rolls a crimson tide
;

The youthful warrior's breast with ardour glows,

In thought he triumphs o'er ten thousand foes

;

Elate with Hope he rushes on,

The battle seems already won,

The vanquish'd hosts before him fly,

His heart exults in fancied victory,

Nor heeds the flying shaft, nor thinks of danger

nigh.
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Methinks I see him now

—

Fallen his crest—his glory gone—
The opening laurel faded on his brow

—

Silent the trump of his aspiring fame

—

No future age shall hear his name,

But Darkness spread around her sable gloom,

And deep oblivion rest upon his tomb.

IV.

Thro' seas unknown, to distant lands,

In quest of gain the bold adventurer goes,

Fearless roves o'er Afric's sands,

India's heats, or Zembla's snows :

Each rising day his dang'rous toil renews,

But toils and dangers check his course in vain

;

Cheer*d by Hope, he still pursues

Fancy'd good thro' real pain;

Still in thought enjoys the prize,

And future happy days in long succession rise

;

Yet all his bliss a moment may destroy,

—

Frail are his brightest hopes, uncertain all his joy.

V.

Hark ! the sprightly voice of Pleasure

Calls to yonder rosy bower
;

There she scatters all her treasure,

There exerts her magic power.

Listen to the pleasing call,

Follow, mortals, follow all,

Lead the dance, and spread the feast,

Crown with roses every guest

:

Now the sprightly minstrels sound,

Pleasure's voice is heard around,

And Pleasure's sprightly voice the hills and dales

resound.
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Whence rose that- secret sigh ?

What sudden gloom o'erclouds thy cheerful brow ?

Say, does not every pleasure wait thee now,

That e'er could charm the ear, or court the eye ?

In vain does Nature lavish all her store,

The conscious spirit still aspires,

Still pursues some new desires,

And, every wish obtain'd, it sighs and pants for

more.

VI.

Are these, Hope, the glories of thy reign,

The airy dreams of Fancy and of Youth ?

Must all thy boasted pleasures lead to pain .
v

Thy joys all vanish at the light of truth ?

Must wretched man, led by a meteor fire,

To distant blessings still aspire ?

Still with ardour strive to gain

Joys he oft pursues in vain,

Joys which quickly must expire ?

And when at length the fatal hour is come,

And death prepares th' irrevocable doom,

Mourn all his darling hopes at once destroy'd,

And sigh to leave that bliss he ne'er enjoy'd ?

VII.

Rise, heavenly visions, rise !

And every vain delusive fear control

!

Let real glory charm my wond'ring eyes,

And real happiness enchant my soul !—
flail, glorious dawn of everlasting day

!

Tho' faintly seen at distance here,

Thy beams the sinking heart can cheer,

And light the weary pilgrim on his way :
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For not in vain did Heaven inspire

That active spark of sacred fire,

Which still with restless ardour glows
;

In pain, in pleasure, still the same,

It seeks that heav'n from whence it came,

And scorns all meaner joys, all transient woes.

The soul for perfect bliss design'd

Strives in vain that bliss to find,

'Till wing'd by Hope at length it flies

Beyond the narrow bounds of earth, and air, and

skies.

VIII.

Still unmov'd, let Hope remain

Fix'd on true substantial joy

;

Dangers then shall threat in vain,

Pains torment, or cares annoy

:

Then shall ev'ry guiltless pleasure

Smile with charms unknown before,

Hope, secure in real treasure,

Mourn her blasted joys no more :

Then, thro' each revolving year,

Tho' earthly glories fade away,

Tho' youth, and strength, and life itself decay

;

Yet still more bright the prospect shall appear,

Happier still the latest day,

Brightest far the parting ray.

O'er life's last scene celestial beams shall shine,

'Till death at length shall burst the chain,

While songs of triumph sound on high;

Then shall Hope her power resign,

Lost in endless ecstacy,

And never fadingjoy, in Heaven's full glories reign.
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THE FALL OF BABYLON,

A prophetic Ode, taken from the lAth Chapter of

Isaiah.—J. Sargent, Esq.

"Ytvoyyopiiv yxy »* liri&lotlcu aro/xx

To Oho v, xKKx ttxv tTroq teXei" av o^e

Yixtf\x\vi x.ai ^poWt^e, prio xvQxoixv

ILvfixXixs xpiivov* hyycfi noli.

uEsch. Prom. Vinct. v. 1301.

Thus art thou fallen, mighty lord !

Thus shall thy curs'd dominion cease !

No more thy desolating sword

Shall scare the trembling world to peace.

Thus art thou fallen ! Jehovah's ire,

With famine and devouring fire,

Lays the proud city low
;

Reft of her pride and golden state,

Behold she feels the captive's bitter fate,

The victor's haughty taunt, and sad reverse of woe.

I. 2.

Heard ye what sounds of frantic mirth

, Have burst from all the nations forth }

No more shall the oppressor's hand

With murd'rous wrath exhaust the land

;
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No more his iron scourge we dread,

Or fear the malice of the dead.

The stately cedars to the sky-

Lift their proud heads, and sing with joy :

" Since thou art gone what fears inspire

11 The wasteful steel or bickering fire ?"

The towering pines with exultation bow,

And wave their giant-arms o'er the green vales

below.

I. 3.

Through the frighted gulf profound,

A voice of loud lament is flown

;

The mighty dead,

In tumult dread,

Heroes and warriors throng around,

And sceptered monarchs leave their ghostly

thrones:

1 see their beck'ning forms ; I hear

The dolorous sounds that thrill the air.

Art thou then fallen ! is thy disdainful pride,

Like our's, confounded in eternal shame ?

Where are the bannered hosts that guard thy side,

The pomp of triumph, and the shouts of fame ?

Thy glowing eye balls, veiled with murky clouds,

Substantial night and black oblivion shrouds.

II. 1.

Refulgent star ! thy beams are shorn,

Thy orb is quenched in endless night

;

No more the scattered nations mourn,

Scorched with thy sanguinary light.

With taunting scorn thy heart hath spoke,

" Who shall resist my sovereign yoke,
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" My fierce resentment meet ?

M Above the heavens I'll plant my throne,

** The Mighty One Himself my power shall own,
M While all the prostrate kingdoms crouch beneath

my feet."

II. 2.

On the rank beach or dreary waste,

Thy cold accurs'd remains are cast

;

Haply, thy mould'ring corse is found,

Disguised with many a gaping wound.

With curious awe, at length they trace

The mangled horrors of thy face.

Is this the haughty Lord who hurl'd

Destruction o'er the prostrate world ?

Who drenched his spear in royal blood,

And made the earth a solitude ?

Who scattered o'er the nations, with his breath,

Terror, and huge despair, and agonizing death ?

II. 3.

The kings and rulers of the land,

Each sleep within their peaceful cells

;

To guard their dust,

Some storied bust

Or animated column stands
;

But thou, unhonoured, tread'st the path of Hell,

No fretted urn, with sculpture deck'd,

No tomb thy mould'ring bones protect.

In some sequestered nook or desert shore,

Naked and pale, thy lifeless trunk is cast

;

The famished adder sucks the grisly gore,

And reptiles riot on the foul repast.
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Such is thy doom, such scorn and hateful shame

Await a ruthless tyrant's perishable name.

III. 1.

Arise, avenge his impious guilt

;

By the victor's thirsty hand,

Let his children's blood be spilt,

And civil discord shake the land.

To distant regions let them roam,

Far from their gods and native home,

But meet no fond relief:

In vain they fly, their foes pursue
;

Fresh toils arise and dangers ever new,

With hopeless misery crowned and slow consum-

ing grief.

III. 2.

Cease, nor thy haughty trophies boast.

—

Thy power is gone, thy splendour lost.

No more thy crowded streets among

The humming multitudes shall throng
;

No more thy festive sons rejoice

With tabret and melodious voice ;

Around thee desolation throws

A melancholy dread repose:

Save from the dome and pillared fanes

The solitary owl complains
;

Or obscene Satyrs midst the ruins cry,

And wake the live-long night with hideous sym-

phony.

III. 3.

Swoln with the snows and drenching rain,

The streams which thro* the champain take
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Their mazy course,

With rapid force

Shall deluge all the fertile plain ;

Around thy antique towers the fetid lake

Shall spread its stagnate steams, and hide

Each vestige of thy former pride.

Thus hath the Lord irrevocably sworn

Who quells the guilty proud in evil hour,

And leaves to future multitudes unborn

The dread example of his wrathful power.

Tyrants abashed, in desperation groan,

And learn from others' crimes to tremble for their

own.

THE CURE OF SAUL.—Dr. Brown.

" Vengeance, arise from thy infernal bed,

u And pour thy tempest on his guilty head !"

Thus Heaven's decree, in thunder's sound,

Shook the dark abyss profound.

The unchained Furies come !

Pale Melancholy stalks from Hell

:

Th' abortive offspring of her womb,
Despair and Anguish, round her yell.

By sleepless terror Saul possessed,

Deep feels the fiend within his tortured breast.

Midnight spectres round him howl

:

Before his eyes,

In troops they rise
;

And seas of horror overwhelm his soul.
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Haste ; to Jesse's son repair :

He best can sweep the lyre,

Wake the solemn sounding air,

And lead the vocal choir

:

On ev'ry string soft-breathing raptures dwell,

To sooth the throbbings of the troubled breast;

Whose magic voice can bid the tides of passion

swell,

Or lull the raging storm to rest.

Sunk on his couch, and loathing day,

The heav'n-forsaken monarch lay :

To the sad couch the shepherd now drew near

;

And, while th' obedient choir stood round,

Prepar'd to catch the soul-commanding sound,

He drop'd a gen'rous tear.

—

Thy pitying aid, God, impart!

For lo, thy arrows drink his heart

!

The mighty song from chaos rose.

—

Around his throne the formless atoms sleep,

And drowsy darkness broods upon the deep :

—

" Let there be light !"—Th' Almighty said :

And lo, the radiant sun,

Flaming from his orient bed,

His endless course begun.

Thy glories, too, refulgent moon, he sung ;

Thy mystic mazes, and thy changeful ray

:

O, fairest of the starry throng

!

Thy solemn orb of light

Guides the triumphant car of Night

O'er silver clouds, and sheds a softer day !
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Lead the soothing verse along :

He feels, he feels the pow^r of song.

—

Ocean hastens to his bed
;

The lab'ring mountain rears his rock-encumber'd

head :

Down his steep and shaggy side

The torrent rolls his foaming tide ;

Then, smooth and clear, along the fertile plain

Winds his majestic waters to the main.

Flocks and herds the hills adorn

;

The lark, high-soaring, hails the morn.

And while along yon crimson-clouded steep

The slow sun steals into the golden deep,

Hark ! the solemn nightingale

Warbles to the woodland dale.

See, descending angels show'r

Heav'n's own bliss on Eden's bow'r;

Peace on Nature's lap reposes
;

Pleasure strews her guiltless roses
;

Joys divine in circles move,

Link'd with innocence and love.

Hail, happy love, with innocence combin'd !

All hail, ye sinless parents of mankind !

They paus'd:—the monarch, prostrate on his bed,

Submissive bow'd his head ;

Ador'd the works of boundless pow'r divine,

Then, anguish-struck, he cried (and smote his

breast)

\yhy, why is peace the welcome guest

Of ev'ry heart but mine !
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Now let the solemn numbers flow,

'Till he feel that guilt is woe.

Heav'nly harp, in mournful strain,

O'er yon weeping bow'r complain :

What sounds of bitter pangs 1 hear !

What lamentations wound mine ear

!

In vain, devoted pair, these tears ye shed :

Peace with innocence is fled.

The messengers of Grace depart

:

Death glares, and shakes the dreadful dart

!

Ah, whither fly ye, by yourselves abhorr'd,

To shun that frowning cherub's fiery sword ?

—

Lo!

Hapless hapless pair,

Goaded by despair,

Forlorn, thro' desert climes they go !

Wake my lyre ! can pity sleep,

When Heav'n is mov'd and angels weep !

Flow ye melting numbers, flow;

'Till he feel, that guilt is woe.

—

What sounds of terror and distress

Rend yon howling wilderness !

The dreadful thunders sound ;

The forked lightnings flash along the ground.

Why yawns that deep'ning gulph below ?

—

'Tis for Heav'n's rebellious foe :

—

Fly, ye sons of Israel, fly,

Who dwells in Korah's guilty tents must die !

—

They sink !—Have mercy, Lord!—Their cries

In dreadful tumult rise !

Hark, from the deep their loud laments 1 hear !

They lessen now, and lessen on the ear!

k2
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Now, destruction's strife is o'er !

The countless host

For ever lost

!

The gulph is clos'd, their cries are heard no more !

Thus, while the frowning shepherd pour'd along

The deep impetuous torrent of his song,

Saul, stung by dire despair,

Gnash'd his teeth, and tore his hair :

From his blood, by horror chill'd,

A cold and agonizing sweat distill'd :

Then, foaming with unutterable smart,

He aim'd a dagger at his heart.

His watchful train prevent the blow,

And call each lenient balm, to soothe his frantic

woe.

Cease your cares ; the body's pain

A sweet relief may find

;

But gums and lenient balms are vain

To heal the wounded mind.

Come, fair Repentance, from the skies,

sainted maid, with upcast eyes !

Holy guide, descend, and bring

Mercy from th' eternal King 1

To his soul your beams impart,

And whisper comfort to his heart I

Behold, obedient to their great command,

The lifted dagger quits his trembling hand

:

See the signs of grace appear
;

See the soft relenting tear

Trickling at sweet Mercy's call 1

Catch it, angels, ere it fall,
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And let the heart-sent offering rise,

HeavVs best accepted sacrifice !

—

Happy king, thy woes are o'er !

Thy God shall wound thy soul no more

:

The pitying Father of mankind

Meets the pure-returning mind.

Softly, softly breathe your numbers,

And wrap his wearied soul in slumbers !

Gentle sleep becalm his breast,

And close his eyes in healing rest

!

Descend, celestial visions, ye who wait

God's ministring pow'rs, at heav'n's eternal gate !

Descend !—Oh, waft him to the skies,

And open all heav'n's glories to his eyes !

What pow'r can every passion's throe control ?

What pow'r can boast the charm divine,

To still the tempest of the soul ?

—

Celestial Harmony, that pow'r is thine !

At Wisdom's call she robed yon glittering skies,

Attun'd the spheres, and taught consenting orbs to

rise.

Angels wrapt in wonder stood,

And saw that all was fair, and all was good.

'Twas then, ye sons of God, in bright array

Ye shouted o'er creation's day;
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Then kindling into joy,

The morning stars together sung ;

And thro' the vast etherial sky

Seraphic hymns and loud hosannahs rung.

AN IRREGULAR ODE.

To E. C, who had recommended the Stoic Philo-

sophy as productive of Fortitude.—Miss Mulso.

Come, Epictetus ! arm my breast

With thy impenetrable steel,

No more the wounds of grief to feel,

Nor mourn by others woes deprest.

Oh, teach my trembling heart

To scorn Affliction's dart;

Teach me to mock the tyrant Pain !

For see around me stand

A dreadful murderous band
;

I fly their cruel power in vain :

Here lurks Distemper's horrid train,

And there the Passions lift their flaming brands ;

Those with fell rage my helpless body tear,

While these, with daring hands,

Against the immortal soul their impious weapons

rear.

Where-e'er I turn, fresh evils meet my eyes ;

, Sin, Sorrow, and Disgrace

Pursue the human race !

There on the bed of sickness Virtue lies !
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See Friendship bleeding by the sword

Of base Ingratitude ;

See baleful Jealousy intrude,

And poison all the bliss that love had stor'd

!

Oh ! seal my ears against the piteous cry

Of Innocence distrest !

Nor let me shrink when Fancy's eye

Beholds the guilty wretch's breast

Beneath the torturing pincers heave
;

Nor for the numerous wants of misery grieve,

Which all disposing Heaven denies me to relieve

!

No longer let my fleeting joys depend

On social, or domestic ties !

Superior let my spirit rise,

Nor in the gentle counsels of a Friend,

Nor in the smiles of love, expect delight

;

But teach me in myself to find

Whate'er can please or fill my mind.

Let inward beauty charm the mental sight,

Let Godlike reason, beaming bright,

Chase far away each gloomy shade,

'Till Virtue's heavenly form display'd

Alone shall captivate my soul,

And her divinest love possess me whole !

But, ah ! what means this impious pride

Which heavenly hosts deride !

Within myself does virtue dwell ?

Is all serene and beauteous there ?

What mean these chilling damps of fear?

—

Tell me Philosophy ! Thou boaster ! tell

:
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This Godlike all-sufficient mind,
Which, in its own perfection blest,

Defies the woes or malice of mankind
To shake its self-possessing rest,

Is it not foul, weak, ignorant, and blind ?

Oh man ! from conscious virtue's praise

FalPn, fall'n !—what refuge canst thou find !

What pitying hand again will raise

From native earth thy grovelling frame !

Ah
! who will cleanse thy heart from spot of sinful

blame

!

But see ! what sudden glories from the sky

To my benighted soul appear,

And all the gloomy prospect cheer ?

What awful form approaches nigh ?

Awful, yet mild as is the southern wind

That gently bids the forest nod.

Hark ! thunder breaks the air, and angels speak !

" Behold the Saviour of the world! Behold the

Lamb of God !"

Ye sons of pride, behold his aspect meek !

The tear of pity on his cheek !

See in his train appear

Humility and Patience sweet,

Repentance, prostrate at his sacred feet,

Bedews with tears, and wipes them with her flow-

ing; hair

!

What scenes now meet my wondering eyes !

What hallow'd grave,

By mourning maids attended round,

Attracts the Saviour's steps ? What heartfelt wound
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His spotless bosom heaves with tender sighs ?

Why weeps the Sox belov'd, omnipotent to save ?

But, lo, He waves his awful hand,

—

%

The sleeping clay obeys His dread command :

Oh Lazarus/ Comeforth !—" Come forth and see

" The dear effects of wondr'ous love !

" He, at whose word the seas and rocks removes
" Thy Friend, thy Lord, thy Maker, weeps for

thee!"

Thy walls, Jerusalem, have seen thy King,

In meekness clad, lament thy hapless fate
;

Unquench'd His love, tho' paid with ruthless hate.

0, lost relentless Sion ! Didst thou know
Who thus vouchsafes thy court to tread,

With loud Hosannahs wouldst thou sing !

How eager crown His honour'd head,

Nor see unmov'd His kind paternal woe !

Nor force His tears, His precious blood for thee

to flow.

No more repine, my coward soul,

The sorrows of mankind to share,

Which He, who could the world control,

Did not disdain to bear !

Check not the flow of sweet fraternal love,

By heaven's high King in bounty given,

Thy stubborn heart to soften and improve,

Thy earth- clad spirit to refine,

And gradual raise to love divine,

And wing its soaring flight to Heaven.
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Nor thou, Eliza, who, from early youth

By Genius led, by Virtue train'd,

Hast sought the fountain of eternal truth,

And each fair spring of knowledge drain'd
;

Nor thou, with fond chimeras vain,

With Stoic pride and fancied scorn

Of human feelings, human pain,

My feeble soul sustain !

Far nobler precepts should thy page adorn.

0, rather guide me to the sacred source

Of real wisdom, real force,

Thy life's unerring rule !

To thee, fair Truth her radiant form unshrouds,

Though, wrapp'd in thick impenetrable clouds,

She mock'd the labours of the Grecian school.

TO HUMANITY.—Dr. Langhorne.

Pa rent of Virtue, if thine ear

Attend not now to Sorrow's cry ;

If now the pity-streaming tear

Should haply on thy cheek be dry,

Indulge my votive strain, sweet Humanity !

Come, ever welcome to my breast

!

A tender, but a cheerful guest

;

Nor always in the gloomy cell

Of life-consuming Sorrow dwell

;

For Sorrow, long indulg'd and slow,

Is to Humanity a foe,
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And Grief, that makes the heart its prey,

Wears Sensibility away:

Then comes, sweet nymph, instead of thee,

The gloomy fiend, Stupidity.

may that fiend be banish'd far,

Though passions hold eternal war !

Nor ever let me cease to know
The pulse that throbs at joy or woe ;

Nor let my vacant cheek be dry

When sorrow fills a brother's eye
;

Nor may the tear that frequent flows

From private or from social woes,

E'er make this pleasing sense depart

!

Ye cares, harden not my heart

!

If the fair star of fortune smile,

Let not its flattering power beguile,

Nor, borne along the fav'ring tide,

My full sails swell with floating pride.

Let me from wealth but hope content,

Remembering still it was but lent;

To modest merit spread my store,

Unbar my hospitable door

;

Nor feed with pomp an idle train,

While Want unpitied pines in vain.

If Heaven, in every purpose wise,

The envied lot of wealth denies :

If doom'd to drag life's painful load

Through Poverty's uneven road,

And for the due bread of the day,

Destin'd to toil as well as pray

;
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To thee, Humanity, still true,

I'll wish the good I cannot do,

And give the wretch that passes by,

A soothing word—a tear—a sigh.

Howe'er exalted or deprest,

Be ever mine the feeling breast

;

From me remove the stagnant mind

Of languid indolence, reclin'd
;

The soul that one long sabbath keeps,

And through the sun's whole circle sleeps ;

Dull peace, that dwells in folly's eye,

And self-attending vanity :

Alike the foolish and the vain

Are strangers to the sense humane.

O, for that sympathetic glow

Which taught the holy tear to flow,

When the prophetic eye survey'd

Sion in future ashes laid !

Or, Tais'd to Heaven, implor'd the bread,

That thousands in the desert fed !

Or, when the heart o'er friendship's grave

Sigh'd and forgot its pow'r to save
;

for that sympathetic glow,

Which taught the holy tear to flow !

It comes ; it fills my labouring breast

;

1 feel my beating heart opprest.

Oh ! hear that lonely widow's wail

!

See her dim eye ! her aspect pale !

To heaven she turns in deep despair ;

Her infants wonder at her prayer,
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And, mingling tears they know not why,

Lift up their little hands and cry.

God ! their moving sorrows see !

Support them, sweet Humanity !

Life, fill'd with griefs distressful train,

For ever asks the tear humane.

Behold in yon unconscious grove,

The victims of ill-fated love

;

Heard you that agonizing throe ?

Sure this is not romantic woe !

The golden day of joy is o'er,

And now they part to meet no more.

Assist them, hearts from anguish free !

Assist them, sweet Humanity!

Parent of Virtue, if thine ear

Attend not now to Sorrow's cry
;

If now the pity-streaming tear

Should haply on thy cheek be dry,

Indulge my votive strain, sweet Humanity.

ON THE PLEASURE ARISING FROM
VICISSITUDE.— Gray.

Now the golden Morn aloft

Waves her dew-bespangled wing,

With vermil cheek and whisper soft,

She wooes the tardy spring ;
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'Till April starts, and calls around

The sleeping fragrance from the ground,

And lightly o'er the living scene

Scatters his fresJhest tenderest green.

New-born flocks, in rustic dance,

Frisking ply their feeble feet
;

Forgetful of their wintry trance,

The birds his presence greet
;

But chief, the sky-lark warbles high

His trembling thrilling ecstacy
;

And, lessening from the dazzled sight,

Melts into air and liquid light.

Yesterday, the sullen year

Saw the snowy whirlwind fly
;

Mute was the music of the air,

The herd stood drooping by

;

Their raptures now that wildly flow,

No yesterday nor morrow know

;

'Tis man alone that joy descries

With forward and reverted eyes.

Smiles on past Misfortune's brow

Soft Reflection's hand can trace,

And o'er the cheek of Sorrow throw

A melancholy grace
;

While Hope prolongs our happier hour

Or deepest shades, that dimly lower

And blacken round our weary way,

Gilds with a gleam of distant day.
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Still, where rosy Pleasure leads,

See a kindred Grief pursue
;

Behind the steps that Misery treads,

Approaching Comfort view :

The hues of bliss more brightly glow,

Chastis'd by sabler tints of woe,

And blended form, with artful strife,

The strength and harmony of life.

See the wretch, that long has tost

On the thorny bed of pain,

At length repair his vigour lost,

And breathe and walk again :

The meanest floweret of the vale,

The simplest note that swells the gale,

The common sun, the air, the skies,

To him are opening Paradise.

Mr. GRAY'S ODE AT THE GRANDE CHAR-

TREUSE.

—

Translated by Miss Bowdler.

Oh Thou ! whose awful Spirit o'er the gloom

Of these deep shades presides, with rites severe

In trembling silence here ador'd— (For sure

Amidst the pathless woods, the mountains wild,

And hollow clitfs re-echoing to the sound

Of rushing torrents foaming o'er the rocks,

The conscious spirit feels thy awful presence

More deep impress'd than in the stately dome
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By Phidian art adorn'd)—Oh, hear my pray'r;

Receive a weary youth with grief oppressed,

And soothe his anxious bosom to repose !

—

But if compell'd to leave these peaceful shades,

This hallow'd silence, and again to steer

My feeble bark on life's tempestuous tide,

Oh give at last some haven of repose,

Far from the tumults of the world, where peace

May bless the evening of my days, and age

May gently sink to rest.

AN ODE.

How swiftly glide the fleeting years !

Nor virtue, piety, nor tears,

Their rapid course can stay
;

Time blasts, alas ! the fairest face
;

Death hastens on with steady pace,

To summon us away.

He mocks the feeble pow'rs of man,

Nor all the richest treasures can

Protract the final doom :

The rich, the poor, the great, the small,

Must yield obedience to his call,

And fill alike the tomb.

What though we shun the stormy sea !

What though, where thund'ring cannons plav

From Death the coward flies ?

Death close pursues, a ruthless foe,

And, where he least expects the blow,

In bed the dastard dies.
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Then must we leave those darling joys,

Our tender wife, our pratling boys,

Which form'd our bliss before !

All must, at last, from earth retreat;

Our stately house, our peaceful seat,

Shall know us then no more.

The waving wood, the shady grove,

With all the scenes of social love,

We must for ever leave
;

And while we moulder into earth,

Our sprightlier heirs, with wanton mirth,

Shall riot o'er our grave.
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ON THE COUNTESS DOWAGER OF
PEMBROKE.—Ben Jonson.

Underneath this sable hearse

Lies the subject of all verse,

Sydney's sister, Pembroke's mother.

Death, ere thou hast slain another,

Fair, and wise, and good as she,

Time shall throw his dart at thee.

ON MR. CRAGGS.—Pope,

Statesman, yet friend to truth! of soul sincere,

In action faithful, and in honour clear

!

Who broke no promise, serv'd no private end;

Who gain'd no title, and who lost no friend !

Ennobled by himself, by all approv'd,

Prais'd, wept, and honour'd by the Muse he lov'd.

TOL.
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ON MRS. MASON.—iter. Wm. Mason.

Take, sacred earth, all that my soul holds dear,

Take that best gift which Heaven so lately gave!

To Bristol's fount I bore with trembling care

Her faded form ; she bow'd to taste the wave,

And died!—Does youth, does beauty read the line?

Does sympathetic fear their breast alarm ?

Speak, dead Maria, breathe a strain divine

;

E'en from the tomb thou shalt have pow'r to

charm.

Bid them be chaste, be innocent like thee,

Bid them in duty's path as meekly move

;

And if so fair, from vanity as free,

As firm in friendship, and as fond in love,

Tell them, tho
1

'tis an awful thing to die,

'Twas e'en to thee ;—yet the dread path once

trod,

Heav'n lifts its everlasting portals high,

And bids the pure in heart behold their God.
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ON JOHN DUKE OF BRIDGEWATER.

JVlio died in the 2\st year of his Age, 1747-8.—

Dr. Cotton.

Intent to hear, and bounteous to bestow,

A mind that melted at another's woe
;

Studious to act the self-approving part,

That midnight-music of the honest heart

!

Those silent joys th' illustrious youth possess'd,

Those cloudless sunshines of the spotless breast

!

From pride of peerage, and from folly free,

Life's early morn, fair Virtue ! gave to thee ;

Forbad the tear to steal from Sorrow's eye,

Bade anxious Poverty forget to sigh

;

Like Titus, knew the value of a day,

And Want went smiling from his gates away.

The rest were honours borrow'd from the throne;

These honours, Egerton, were all thy own

!

ON AN INFANT.—Rev. Samuel Westley.

Beneath a sleeping infant lies,

To earth whose body lent

;

More glorious shall hereafter rise,

But not more innocent,

When the archangel's trump shall blow,

And souls to bodies join,

What crowds shall wish, their lives below

Had been as short as thine !
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BY A GENTLEMAN TO THE MEMORY OF
HIS LADY.

Farewell, my best belov'd ! whose heav'nly

mind,

Genius and virtue, strength with softness join'd,

Devotion undebas'd by pride or art,

With meek simplicity and joy of heart

;

Tho' sprightly gentle, tho' polite sincere,

And only to thyself a judge severe
;

Unblam'd, unequal'd in each sphere of life,

The tenderest daughter, sister, parent, wife;

In thee, their patroness, th' afflicted lost

;

Thy friends, their pattern, ornament, and boast

;

And I—but ah, can words my loss declare,

Or paint th' extremes of transport and despair !

O thou, beyond what verse or speech can tell,

My guide, my friend, my best belov'd !—Farewell

!

ANOTHEPt.

When Sorrow weeps o'er Virtue's sacred dust,

Our tears become us, and our grief is just

:

Such were the tears he shed, who grateful pays

This last sad tribute of his love and praise
;

Who mourns the best of wives and friends combin'd,

Where female softness met a manly mind
;

Mourns, but not murmurs, sighs, but not despairs ;

Feels as a man, but as a Christian bears.
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ON Mrs. CLARKE.— Gray.

Lo ! where this silent marble weeps,

A friend, a wife, a mother sleeps :

A heart, within whose sacred cell

The peaceful virtues loved to dwell.

Affection warm, and faith sincere,

And soft humanity were there :

In agony, in death resigned,

She felt the wound she left behind.

Her infant image, here below,

Sits smiling on a father's woe :

Whom what awaits, while yet he strays

Along the lonely vale of days ?

A pang, to secret sorrow dear

;

A sigh ; an unavailing tear

;

'Till time shall ev'ry grief remove,

With life, with memory, and with love.

ON The Rev. T. CHAMBERLAYNE.

J. Sargent, Esq.

•' Go, feed My lambs," the heavenly Shepherd

cried,

" Go, feed My sheep," again that voice replied ;

Firm to his trust, a servant here is laid,

Who heard the tender precept and obeyed.
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Back to green pastures he the wanderers led,

The weakly cherished, and the hungry fed
;

Reproved the bold, but bade the timid rise,

And gave new strength and wisdom to the wise.

Farewell, blest spirit ! for a toil like this,

Thy Loud shall lead thee by the streams of bliss

;

And give thee, guided by his staff and rod,

To join thy flock again—and see thy God.

ON Mrs. GROVE.
By her Husband, W. Grove, Esq.

Grief, love, and gratitude, devote this stone

To her, whose virtues blest a husband's life,

When late in duty's sphere she mildly shone,

As friend, as sister, daughter, mother, wife.

In the bright morn of beauty, joy, and wealth,

Insidious Palsy near the victim drew,

Dashed from her youthful hands the cup of health,

And round her limbs his numbing fetters threw.

Year after year, her Christian firmness strove

To check the rising sigh, the tear repress,

Still, with soft smiles, the fears of anxious love,

And Heaven's correcting hand in silence bless.

Thus tried her faith, and thus prepared her heart,

At length the awful call the Almighty gave.

She heard, resigned to linger or depart,

Bowed her meek head, and sunk into the grave.
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ON MISS LEIGH,

JVho died at the age of 1 5.

—

By the same.

Life's business ended, and each task complete,

When to the grave the full of years retreat

;

Or when, with sorrow and with pain oppressed,

The weary mourner sinks at length to rest

;

Their fate we view with unaverted eye,

Feel no chill pang, and heave no murm'ring sigh.

Not so, when Death his fatal sickle wields

In pure domestic joy's high-cultur'd fields,

Wastes the rich prospect of successive years,

And reaps a sullen harvest, moist with tears.

See, from two gentle sisters' fond embrace,

With ruthless grasp, he drags a sister grace ;

Wrests from a tender father's clinging arms

The blooming; daughter's desolated charms

;

Whilst the pale mother, with attention wild,

Bends in mute anguish o'er her dying child
;

That duteous child, whom kind parental love

Saw ev'ry hour in ev'ry worth improve;

Saw with success each welcome precept crowned,

Those best of precepts in example found
;

Saw on her face, her lovelier mind pourtrayed,

And Beauty claim the conquests Virtue made.

Such the fair form, that many a weeping friend

So late beheld to Death's cold vale descend :
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And such the promise ripening talents gave,

Now, early blighted, withering in the grave.

How hard the task such treasure to resign !

How hard to feel the loss, and not repine

!

So deems the world, that seldom deems aright,

If left to Reason's unassisted light.

But when Religion lends her holy aid

The dark mysterious system to pervade,

As shrinks Deception from Ithuriel's spear,

The clouds disperse, and ev'ry maze is clear.

Thus, when the gracious Saviour of mankind

Restored the eyes of him from childhood blind,

Soon as the potent touch the veil withdrew,

The film that o'er their rayless orbits grew,

A blaze of wonders burst upon his sight,

For God had spoke the word, and all was light.

Come, then, bright Faith, dispel the gather'd gloom,

And pour thy radiance round the darksome tomb;

While Hope on trembling pinions speeds her way,

To meet the rising of eternal day,

And hail the Sun of righteousness, that brings,

For life's short sorrows, healing in his wings.

ON MRS. TATTON.—Mason.

If e'er on earth true happiness were found,

'Twas thine, blest shade, that happiness to prove.

A father's fondest wish thy duty crowned,

Thy softer virtues fixed a husband's love.
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Ah ! when he led thee to the nuptial fane,

How smiled the morning with auspicious rays

!

How triumphed youth and beauty in thy train,

And flattering health that promised length of

days!

Heav'n joined your hearts : three pledges of yourjoy

Were given, in thrice the years' revolving round.

Here, reader, pause ; and own, with pitying eye,

That " not on earth true happiness is found!"

ON C. DICEY, Esq.—Mrs. H. More.

thou, or friend or stranger, who shalt tread

These solemn mansions of the silent dead !

Think, when this record to enquiring eyes,

No more shall tell the spot where Dicey lies ;

When this frail marble, faithless to its trust,

Mould' ring itself, resigns its mouldered dust;

When time shall fail, and nature's self decay,

And earth, and sun, and skies dissolve away;

Thy soul this consummation shall survive,

Defy the wreck, and but begin to live.

This truth, long slighted, let these ashes teach,

Tho' cold, instruct you, and tho' silent preach

:

O pause ! reflect, repent, resolve, amend !

Life has no length, eternity no end !

l 2
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ON MISS DRUMMOND.—Mason.

Here sleeps what once was beauty, once was

grace ;

Grace, that with tenderness and sense combined

To form that harmony of soul and face,

Where beauty shines the mirror of the mind.

Such was the maid, that in the morn of youth,

In virgin innocence, in nature's pride,

Blest with each art that owes its charm to tTuth,

Sunk in her father's fond embrace, and died.

He weeps : oh ! venerate the holy tear

;

Faith lends her aid to ease affliction's load ;

The parent mourns his child upon her bier,

The Christian yields an angel to his God.

ON MISS HILL BOOTHBY,

By her Father, Brooke Boothby, Esq.

Could beauty, learning, talents, virtue, save

From the dark confines of th' insatiate grave,

This frail memorial had not asked a tear

O'er Hill's cold relics sadly mould'ring here.

Friendship's chaste flame her ardent bosom fired,

And bright Religion's all her soul inspired

;

Her soul, too heavenly for a house of clay,

Soon wore its earth-built fabric to decay

;
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In the last struggles of departing breath,

She saw her Saviour gild the bed of death
;

Heard his mild accents, tuned to peace and love,

Give glorious welcome to the realms above :

In those bright regions, that celestial shore,

Where friends long lost shall meet to part no more

;

" Blest Lord, 1 come ! my hopes have not been

vain,"

Upon her lifeless cheek ecstatic smiles remain.

ON MRS. E. PORTER.

In vain would ev'ry human record trace

Th' expressive features of her lovely face
;

Tell how, with happiest art, she knew to blend
The sage instructor with th' endearing friend

;

How zeal, to strengthen ev'ry social tie,

Smil'd on her lip, and sparkled in her eye

;

How husband, children, friends, domestics, join'd
To love her person, and revere her mind.
Such frail memorials ruthless time invades

;

The tomb-stone moulders, and the writing fades
;

But heaven-recorded virtues time defy,

Bloom on the tree of life, and never die.

l3
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ON A YOUNG LADY.

Stay, Christian, stay; nor let thy haste profane

This humble stone, that tells thee life is vain.

Here beauty lies in mould'ring ruins lost,

A blossom nipt by Death's untimely frost

;

Unwarned, yet unsurprized ; found on her guard,

Like a wise virgin watching for her Lord.

In life's sweet opening dawn she sought her God,
And the gay path of youth with caution trod ;

In bloom of beauty, humbly turned aside

The incense flattery offered to her pride.

Her front with blushing modesty she bound,

And on her lips the law of truth was found ;

Fond to oblige, too gentle to offend,

Beloved by all, to all the good a friend

;

The bad she censured by her life alone,

Blind to their faults, severe upon her own :

In others' joy and grief a part she bore,

And with the needy shared her little store ;

At distance saw the world with pious dread,

And to God's temple for protection fled;

There sought that peace which Heaven alone can

give,

And learned to die, ere others learn to live.
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ON A YOUTH AGED 15.

If, in the morn of life, each winning grace,

The converse sweet, the mind-illumin'd face,

The lively wit that charmed with early art,

And mild affections beaming from the heart

;

If these, loved youth ! could check the hand of fate,

Thy matchless worth had claimed a longer date.

But thou art blest ! while here we heave the sigh,

By Death is Virtue wafted to the sky.

Yet still thy image fond affection keeps
;

The sire remembers, and the mother weeps.

Still the friend grieves, who saw thy vernal bloom,

And here, sad task ! inscribes it on thy tomb.

ANOTHER.

Forgive, blest shade, the tributary.tear

That mourns thy exit from a world like this

;

Forgive the wish that would have kept thee here,

And stay'd thy progress to the seat of bliss.

No more confined to grov'ling scenes of night,

No more a tenant pent in mortal clay,

How should we rather hail thy glorious flight,

And trace thy journey to the realms of day.

L 4
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ON A BEAUTIFUL GIRL.—Robert Cobb, Esq.

Although to grace this modest cell,

No sculptured cherubs idly weep,

Let pious recollection tell

Here innocence and virtue sleep.

The rosebud in the morn of May,

The garden's pride, the gard'ner's care,

In all its painted foliage gay,

Was not so sweet, was not so fair.

To check vain mortals vainer pride

This virgin's life was given

;

Stern Fate to man the prize denied,

And snatched her quick to Heaven.



FABLES AND TALES,

THE SHEPHERD AND THE PHILOSOPHER.

-Gay.

Remote from cities liv'd a swain,

Unvex'd with all the cares of gain
;

His head was silver' d o'er with age,

And long experience made him sage

:

In summer's heat and winter's cold,

He fed his flock and penn'd the fold
;

His hours in cheerful labour flew,

Nor envy nor ambition knew ;

His wisdom and his honest fame

Through all the country rais'd his name.

A deep philosopher (whose rules

Of moral life were drawn from schools)

The shepherd's homely cottage sought,

And thus explor'd his reach of thought

:

" Whence is thy learning ? Hath thy toil

" O'er books consum'd the midnight oil ?

" Hast thou old Greece and Rome survey'd,

" And the vast sense of Plato weigh 'd ?

l5
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" Hath Socrates thy soul-refin'd,

" And hast thou fathom'd Tully's mind ?

" Or, like the wise Ulysses, thrown
" By various fates on realms unknown,
" Hast thou through many cities stray' d,

" Their customs, laws, and manners weigh'd ?"

The shepherd modestly replied :

" I ne'er the paths of learning tried,

" Nor have I roam'd in foreign parts

" To read mankind, their laws, and arts
;

" For man is practis'd in disguise,

" He cheats the most discerning eyes

;

" Who by that search shall wiser grow,

" When we ourselves can never know ?

** The little knowlege I have gain'd,

" Was all from simple nature drain'd ;

" Hence my life's maxims took their rise,

" Hence grew my settled hate to vice.

" The daily labours of the bee

" Awake my soul to industry.

" Who can observe the careful ant,

" And not provide for future want ?

" My dog (the trustiest of his kind)

" With gratitude inflames my mind ;

" I mark his true, his faithful way,

" And in my service copy Tray.

" In constancy and nuptial love,

" I learn my duty from the dove.

" The hen, who from the chilly air

" With pious wing protects her care,
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" And ev'ry fowl that flies at large

" Instructs me in a parent's charge.

" From nature, too, I take my rule

" To shun contempt and ridicule.

" I never with important air

" In conversation overbear ;

" Can grave and formal pass for wise,

" When men the solemn owl despise?

" My tongue within my lips I rein,

" For who talks much must talk in vain
;

" We from the wordy torrent fly

:

" Who listens to the chatt'ring pie ?

M Nor would I with felonious slight

" By stealth invade my neighbour's right;

" Rapacious animals we hate

;

**' Kites, hawks, and wolves deserve their fate.

" Do not we just abhorrence find

" Against the toad and serpent kind ?

" But envy, calumny, and spite

" Bear stronger venom in their bite
;

" Thus ev'ry object of creation

" Can furnish hints to contemplation,

" And from the most minute and mean
" A virtuous mind can morals glean."

" Thy fame is just," the sage replies,

" Thy virtue proves thee truly wise :

" Pride often guides the author's pen,
1 ' Books as affected are as men

;

11 But he who studies Nature's laws,

" From certain truth his maxims draws."
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THE WOLF AND THE LAMB.

From Phadrus.— Graves,

A wolf and lamb, one sultry day,

To the same meadow chanc'd to stray
;

By thirst constraint they sought the rill

That issued from a neighb'ring hill.

The wolf stood near the fountain's head

;

The lamb far distant down the mead.

Isgrim, who dearly lov'd disputes,

With fell intent the lamb salutes :

" You, sir, stand off! you tread the brink in,

" And mud the stream so, there's no drinking
!'

The harmless lamb, with much surprise,

Looks up, and trembling thus replies :

" I can't coneeive how that can be, sir
;

" The stream runs down from you to me, sir
!"

" You can't conceive ! Come don't be saucy;

" I'll let you know, sir, what the laws say,

—

" Besides, you mutter'd so and so,

" Behind my back, six months ago."

"Upon my word, sir, you mistake,

" (But don't be angry, for Heaven's sake ;)

" I never could have such intention,

u Nor was I born, the time you mention."

The wolf, by force of truth repel'd,

With shame and anger foam'd and swell'd ;
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" It was your father, then," cries he,

" And that you know's the same to me.'*

He said, and seiz'd the helpless victim,

And to the bones the tyrant pick'd him.

THE BUTTERFLY AND THE SNAIL.— Gay.

All upstarts, insolent in place,

Remind us of their vulgar race.

As, in the sunshine of the morn,

A butterfly (but newly born)

Sate proudly perking on a rose
;

With pert conceit his bosom glows,

His wings (all glorious to behold)

Bedropt with azure, jet, and gold,

Wide he displays ; the spangled dew

Reflects his eyes and various hue.

His now forgotten friend, a snail,

Beneath his house, with slimy trail

Crawls o'er the grass ; whom when he spies,

[n wrath he to the gard'ner cries :

" What means yon peasant's daily toil,

" From choaking weeds to rid the soil ?

" Why wake you to the morning's care ?

" Why with new arts correct the year ?

" Why glows the peach with crimson hue ?

" And why the plum's inviting blue ?
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" Were they to feast his taste design'd,

" That vermin of voracious kind?
" Crush them, the slow, the pilf'ring race,

" So purge thy garden from disgrace.
1 '

'* What arrogance !" the snail replied

;

" How insolent is upstart pride !

" Hadst thou not thus, with insult vain,

'* Provok'd my patience to complain,

" I had conceal'd thy meaner birth,

" Nor trac'd thee to the scum of earth ;

" For scarce nine suns have wak'd the hours,

" To swell the fruit and paint the flowers,

" Since I thy humbler life surveyed,

" In base, in sordid guise array'd

;

" A hideous insect, vile, unclean,

" You dragg'd a slow and noisome train,

" And from your spider bowels drew
" Foul film, and spun the dirty clue.

" I own my humble life, good friend

;

" Snail was I born, and snail shall end.

" And what's a butterfly ? At best,

" He's but a caterpillar, drest

;

" And all thy race (a num'rous seed)

" Shall prove of caterpillar breed."
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THE MISER AND PLUTUS.— Gay.

The wind was high, the window shakes,

With sudden start the miser wakes,

Along the silent room he stalks,

Looks back and trembles as he walks :

Each lock and ev'ry bolt he tries

;

In ev'ry creek and corner pries
;

Then opes the chest wTith treasure stor'd,

And stands in rapture o'er his hoard.

But now, with sudden qualms possest,

He wrings his hands, he beats his breast

;

By conscience stung, he wildly stares,

And thus his guilty soul declares.

" Had the deep earth her stores confin'd,

" This heart had known sweet peace of mind.

" But virtue's sold. Good gods, what price

" Can recompense the pangs of vice !

" 0, bane of good ! seducing cheat

!

" Can man, weak man, thy power defeat?

" Gold banish'd honour from the mind,

" And only left the name behind
;

" Gold sow'd the world with ev'ry ill

;

" Gold taught the murderer's sword to kill

;

" 'Twas gold instructed coward hearts

" In treach'ry's more pernicious arts

:

" Who can recount the mischiefs o'er ?

" Virtue resides on earth no more !"

He spoke, and sigh'd. In angry mood
Plutus, his sod, before him stood

;
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The miser trembling lock'd his chest ;

—

The vision frown'd, and thus addrest

:

" Whence is this vile ungrateful rant ?

" Each sordid rascal's daily cant

;

" Did 1, base wretch, corrupt mankind ?

" The fault's in thy rapacious mind.

" Because my blessings are abus'd,

" Must I be censur'd, curst, accus'd ?

" Ev'n virtue's self by knaves is made
" A cloak to carry on the trade,

" And power (when lodg'd in their possession)

" Grows tyranny and rank oppression.

" Thus, when the villain crams his chest,

«' Gold is the canker of the breast ;

" 'Tis av'rice, insolence, and pride,

" And ev'ry shocking vice beside.

" But when to virtuous hands 'tis given,

" It blesses, like the dews of Heaven ;

" Like Heav'n it hears the orphan's cries,

M And wipes the tears from widows' eyes."

THE SICK MAN AND THE ANGEL.—Gay.

" Is there no hope ?" the sick man said :

The silent doctor shook his head,

And took his leave, with signs of sorrow,

Despairing of his fee to-morrow.

When thus the man, with gasping breath:

" I feel the chilling wound of death.
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" Since I must bid the world adieu,

" Let me my former life review

:

" I grant, my bargains well were made,
M But all men over-reach in trade

;

" 'Tis self-defence, in each profession,—

" Sure self-defence is no transgression.

" The little portion in my hands,

" By good security on lands,

" Is well encreas'd. If, unawares,

" My justice to myself and heirs

" Hath let my debtor rot in jail,

" For want of good sufficient bail
;

" If I by writ, or bond, or deed,

" Reduced a family to need,

" My will hath made the world amends
;

" My hope on charity depends.

" When I am number' d with the dead,

" And all my pious gifts are read,

" By heav'n and earth, 'twill then be known
" My charities were amply shown."

An angel came : "Ah, friend," he cried,

" No more in flatt'ring hope confide.

" Can thy good deeds in former times

" Outweigh the balance of thy crimes ?

" What widow or what orphan prays

" To crown thy life with length of days ?

" A pious action's in thy power,

" Embrace with joy the happy hour ;

" Now, while you draw the vital air,

" Prove your intention is sincere
;

" This instant give a hundred pound
;

" Your neighbours want, and you abound."
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" But why such haste," the sick man whines,

" Who knows as yet what Heav'n designs ?

" Perhaps I may recover still ;

—

" That sum and more are in my will."

" Fool," said the vision, " now 'tis plain,

" Your life, your soul, your heav'n was gain
;

" From ev'ry side, with all your might

;

" You scrap'd, and scrap' d beyond your right,

" And after death would fain atone,

" By giving what is not your own."

" While there is life, there's hope," he cried ;

" Then why such haste ?" so groan'd and died.

THE COUNCIL OF HORSES.—Gay.

Upon a time, a neighing steed,

Who graz'd among a num'rous breed,

With mutiny had fir'd the train,

And spread dissension through the plain.

On matters that concern'd the state

The council met in grand debate:

A colt, whose eye-balls flam'd with ire,

Elate with strength and youthful fire,

In haste stept forth before the rest,

And thus the list'ning throng addrest.

" Good gods ! how abject is our race,

'* Condemn'd to slavery and disgrace !

" Shall we our servitude retain,

" Because our sires have borne the chain ?
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" Consider, friends, your strength and might

;

M 'Tis conquest to assert your right;

" How curab'rous is the gilded coach !

M The pride of man is our reproach ;

M Were we design'd for daily toil,

" To drag the plough-share through the soil,

" To sweat in harness through the road,

" To groan beneath the carrier's load ?

" How feeble are the two-legg'd kind!

u What force is in our nerves combin'd !

" Shall, then, our nobler jaws submit

'* To foam and champ the galling bit?

" Shall haughty man my back bestride?

11 Shall the sharp spur provoke my side ?

M Forbid it heavens ! Reject the rein,

" Your shame, your infamy disdain;

" Let him the lion first control,

" And still the tyger's famish'd growl

:

" Let us, like them, our freedom claim,

" And make him tremble at our name."

A general nod approved the cause,

And all the circle neigh'd applause ;

When, lo, with grave and solemn pace,

A steed advanc'd before the race,

With age and long experience wise

;

Around he cast his thoughtful eyes,

And to the murmurs of the train,

Thus spoke the Nestor of the plain :

" When I had health and strength, like you,

" The toils of servitude I knew ;
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" Now, grateful man rewards my pains,

" And gives me all these wide domains
;

" At will I crop the year's encrease,

" My latter life is rest and peace.

" I grant to man we lend our pains,

" And aid him to correct the plains
;

" But doth not he divide the care,

" Through all the labours of the year ?

M How many thousand structures rise,

•* To fence us from inclement skies !

" For us he bears the sultry day,

" And stores up all our winter's hay ;

" He sows, he reaps the harvest's gain,

" We share the toil and share the grain.

" Since ev'ry creature was decreed

" To aid each other's mutual need,

" Appease your discontented mind,

" And act the part by Heaven assigned."

The tumult ceas'd. The colt submittedj

And, like his ancestors, was bitted.
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THE COURT OF DEATH.—Gay.

Death, on a solemn night of state,

In all his pomp of terror sate

;

Th' attendants of his gloomy reign,

Diseases dire, a ghastly train,

Crowd the vast court ! With hollow tone,

A voice thus thunder'd from the throne :

" This night our minister we name,
" Let ev'ry servant speak his claim

;

" Merit shall bear this ebon wand."

All, at the word, stretch'd forth their hand.

Fever, with burning heat possest,

Advanc'd, and for the wand addrest

:

" I to the weekly bills appeal,

" Let those express my fervent zeal

;

" On ev'ry slight occasion near,

" With violence I persevere."

Next Gout appears, with limping pace,

Pleads how he shifts from place to place
;

From head to foot how swift he flies,

And ev'ry joint and sinew plies ;

Still working when he seems supprest,

A most tenacious stubborn guest.

Stone urged his ever-growing force ;

And next, Consumption's meagre corse,

With feeble voice, that scarce was heard,

Broke with short coughs, his suit preferr'd
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" Let none object my ling'ring way,
" I gain, like Fabius, by delay,

" Fatigue and weaken ev'ry foe

" By long attack, secure, though slow."

Plague represents his rapid pow'r,

Who thinn'd a nation in an hour.

All spoke their claim, and hop'd the wand
Now expectation hush'd the band,

When thus the monarch from the throne :

" Merit was ever modest known.
" What, no physician speak his right!

" None here ; but fees their toils requite.

" Let, then, Intemp' ranee take the wand,
" Who fills with gold their zealous hand.

" You, Fever, Gout, and all the rest

" (Whom wary men as foes detest)

" Forego your claim, no more pretend,

" Intemperance is esteem'd a friend
;

" He shares their mirth, their social joys,

" And, as a courted guest, destroys
;

" The charge on him must justly fall,

" Who finds employment for you all."

THE TULIP AND THE VIOLET.

See yonder gaudy tulip rise,

And to the sun her leaves display

;

My fancy gives her voice and eyes,

And thus the boaster seems to say

:
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" Queen of the gay parterre I reign,

m My glowing dies, how bright they shine !

" The flow'rs unfold their bloom in vain,

" No flow'r has charms to equal mine.

" By nature meant for regal sway,

" Tall and majestic I appear;

" Ye subject tribes, your queen obey,

u My high command submissive hear.

" When 1 unfold my matchless bloom,

" And to the noon my beauties spread,

" Let no aspiring flow'r presume

" Near me to lift her abject head."

The flow'rs are silent while she speaks,

And only blush to hear her pride :

The silence when a vi'let breaks,

That crept, unheeded, by her side.

" Thy arrogance, imperious flow'r,

" To real worth has made thee blind;

" Thy vaunted beauties of an hour,

" Are charms of an inferior kind.

" From thee no fragrant odours breathe,

" No healing gifts thy leaves bestow

;

" The flow'rs thou view'st with scorn beneath,

" Can more pretence to merit show.

" The cowslip's virtues, and my own,
" Let man, let grateful man confess;

" To him our real worth is known

;

" Thee he admires but for thy dress."
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The friendly bint, ye list'ning fair,

Reflection bids the Muse apply

:

Let useful virtues be your care,

Nor boast your pow'r to please the eye.

THE FLY AND THE TROUT.

As near yon stream, the other day,

Soothed by the murm'ring current's play,

I thoughtless strolled along,

Behold ! of largest growth, a fly

Adown the stream came glist'ning by,

The smaller flies among.

In sportive air it spread the sail,

And, o'er the rest, the flying gale

It caught with seeming pride

;

Swiftly it skims the crystal waves,

Now in the purling eddy laves,

Now smoother seems to glide.

" What joy," (it said or seemed to say)

" Thus on the sparkling stream to play,

" And quit the fields of air !

" How dull, because on wings they rise,

M Is yonder crowd of vulgar flies,

" To float for ever there !

" Still let the timid sordid crew

" The same old beaten track pursue,
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" Nor tempt one new delight

:

" I dare to live, to live I know,
" And grasp at ev'ry joy below ;

" No fancied ills affright/'

While thus he tuned his idle song,

Borne by the crystal stream along,

A trout descried the prize
;

And upward darting, swift as thought,

The vain, the boasting insect caught

:

The boasting insect dies.

I mark'd his fate, I smote my breast

;

Deep be the lesson there imprest,

Which thus my genius gave :

The wretch who quits the path assigned,

To taste forbidden joy, shall find

New ways to reach the grave.

THE BEARS AND BEES.—Merrick.

As two young bears, in wanton mood,

Forth issuing from a neighb'ring wood,

Came where th' industrious bees had stored.

In artful cells, their luscious hoard
;

O'erjoyed, they seized with eager haste

Luxurious on the rich repast.

Alarmed at this, the little crew,

About their ears vindictive flew.

The beasts, unable to sustain

Th' unequal combat, quit the plain
;

M
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Half blind with rage, and mad with pain,

Their native shelter they regain :

There sit, and now, discreeter grown,

Too late their rashness they bemoan ;

And this by dear experience gain,

That pleasure 's ever bought with pain.

So, when the gilded baits of vice

Are placed before our longing eyes,

With greedy haste we snatch our fill,

And swallow down the latent ill

;

But when experience opes our eyes,

Away the fancied pleasure flies

:

It flies ; but oh ! too late we find

It leaves a real sting behind.

THE PELICAN AND THE SPIDER.

The sphere of mild domestic life,

A daughter, mother, mistress, wife,

Who fills approved, shall live in story,

And gain the height of female glory.

To you, believe an honest song,

The charities of life belong: :

Those gentler offices that bind

The social ties of human kind
;

All praises, but for these, decry,

And fame is blasting infamy.

But chief o'er all, ye wiser fair,

The mother's sacred charge revere

;

Pure, heart-ennobling, blest employ !

Which saints and angels lean with joy
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To view from heaven ; which can dispense

O'er all the soul their own benevolence.

Hail, holy task :— 'tis thine t' impart

More virtues to the melting heart

;

Such heights of moral grace to teach,

As proud philosophy could never reach.

Maternal love ! the iron-souPd

Melt at thy touch ; the coward, bold

Becomes at once ; through rocks will force,

Nor flood nor fire can stop his course ;

Will brave the Libyan lion wild,

Should danger threat the favourite child.

Is there whom fashion, pride, or pleasure,

Tempts to forget the living treasure ?

Who to her own indulgence grants

That care, or cost, her infant wants ?

What wonder should the sage insist,

She yields in storge* to a beast,

The good abhor, the wit deride her,

And read her history in the spider !

Who trusts her nursling to another,

A parent she, but not a mother.

Beneath a venerable shade

The pious pelican had made

Her humble nest ; with rapture there

Incessant plied the mother's care

;

From night to morn, from morn to night,

Not more her duty than delight

To watch the tender chirping brood,

Protect them, and provide their food.

* Natural love.

M 2
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At dewy eve, at morning's spring,

Soft-canopied beneath her wing

They slept secure ; herself sustains,

Patient, the cold and drenching rains,

Nor felt nor feared the furious storm,

Her callow nestlings dry and warm.

Whate'er her early search supplies,

Denied her own necessities,

She gave her young, and proved from thence

The luxury of abstinence.

In vain the concert in the grove,

In vain the winged assembly, strove

To tempt her from the nursery's care ;

Her music and her mirth were there.

Thus lived she, till one fatal day

Doomed all her virtues to display,

What time the morning's wished supply

Eludes her utmost industry

;

She fished the brook, she dived the main,

Searched hill, and dale, and wood, in vain :

Not one poor grain the world affords,

To feed her helpless hungry birds.

What should she do ?—ah ! see, they faint

!

With unavailing weak complaint.

These, dearer than her vital breath,

Resign to Famine's lingering death !

The thought was frenzy ; no, she pressed

Her sharp beak on her own kind breast,

With cruel piety ; and fed

, Her wondering infants as she bled.

" Accept," she cried, " dear pretty crew 1
'

" This sacrifice to love and you.'*
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" Mad fool, forbear," exclaimed a spider,

That indolently lounged beside her ;

" This horrid act of thine evinces

" Your ignorance of courts and princes.

" Oh, what a creature ! tear thy neck fast,

" To give thy peevish brats a breakfast

!

•' Hadst thou among the great resided,

" And marked their manners well, as I did,

" The mother's milk, much less her blood,

" Is ne'er the well-born infant's food.

" Why, there's my Lady Ostrich, now,
" Who visits in the vale below,

" Knows all the fashion on this head :

" Soon as her la'ship 's brought to bed,

" She, else the birth would prove a curse,

" Gives it the elements to nurse

:

" 'Tis true, some accident may hurt it,

" Its limbs be broken and distorted ;

" Admit there 's chance it does not live,

M Pleasure is our prerogative ;

M And brooms and brushes be my ruin,

" Ere in a nest I 'd sit a-stewing

;

** Or, for my duty's sake, forsooth,

" To nursing sacrifice my youth ;

" Ere let my brats my flesh devour,

" I 'd eat them up a score an hour."

" Foul fiend," the lovely martyr cried,

" Avaunt ! thy horrid person hide
;

'* Folly and vice thy soul disgrace
;

•* 'Twas these, not Pallas, spoiled thy face,

" And sunk thee to the reptile race.

m3
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" Yes, thy own bowels,- hung thee there,

" A felon out of Nature's care,

" 'Twixt heaven and earth, abhorred of both,

" Emblem of selfishness and sloth."

Ye coterieans ! who profess

No business but to dance and dress ;

Pantheists ! who no God adore ;

Housewives, that stay at home no more ;

Wives without husbands, mothers too,

Whom your own children never knew ;

Who less the blessed sun esteem

Than lamps' and tapers' greasy gleam

;

Ye morning gamesters, walkers, riders,

Say, are ye pelicans or spiders ?

THE CAMELEON.—Merrick.

Oft has it been my lot to mark

A proud conceited talking spark,

With eyes that hardly served, at most,

To guard their master 'gainst a post

;

Yet round the world the blade has been,

To see whatever could be seen

:

Returning from his finished tour,

Grown ten times perter than before,

Whatever word you chance to drop,

The travell'd fool your mouth will stop

;

" Sir, if my judgment you'll allow

—

w I've seen—and sure I ought to know—

"

So begs you'd pay a due submission,

And acquiesce in his decision.
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Two travellers of such a cast,

As o'er Arabia's wilds they pass'd

And on their way, in friendly chat,

Now talked of this, and then of that,

Discoursed awhile, 'mongst other matter,

Of the cameleon's form and nature.

" A stranger animal, '* cries one,

M Sure never lived beneath the sun :

" A lizard's body, lean and long,

" A fish's head, a serpent's tongue

;

" Its tooth, with triple claw disjoin'd,

" And what a length of tail behind !

" How slow its pace ! and then its hue

—

" Who ever saw so fine a blue ?"

" Hold there," the other quick replies,

" 'Tis green,—1 saw it with these eyes,

*' As late with open mouth it lay,

" And warmed it in the sunny ray :

" Stretched at its ease the beast I view'd,

11 And saw it eat the air for food."

" I've seen it, sir, as well as you,

*' And must again affirm it blue.

" At leisure I the beast survey
1

d,

" Extended in the cooling shade."

" 'Tis green, 'tis green, sir, I assure ye."

" Green !" cries the other in a fury

—

" Why, sir, d'ye think I've lost my eyes ?"

" 'Twere no great loss," the friend replies

;

" For if they always serve you thus,

" You'll find 'em but of little use."

M 4
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So high at last the contest -rose,

From words they almost came to blows :

When luckily came by a third

—

To him the question they referr'd ;

And begged he'd tell them, if he knew,
Whether the thing was green or blue ?

" Sirs," cries the umpire, *' cease your potheT,

" The creature 's neither one nor t'other
;

" I caught the animal last night,

" And viewed it o'er by candle-light

:

" I marked it well
—

'twas black as jet

—

" You stare—but, sirs, I've got it yet,

" And can produce it." «' Pray, sir, do:
" I'll lay my life, the thing is blue."

—

" And I'll be sworn, that when you've seen

" The reptile, you'll pronounce him green."

" Well, then, at once to cease the doubt,"

Replies the man, " I'll turn him out

;

" And, when before your eyes I've set him,
" If you don't find him black, I'll eat him."

He said ; then full before their sight

Produced the beast, and lo——'twas white !

Both stared ; the man looked wond'rous wise—
" My children," the cameleon cries,

(Then first the creature found a tongue,)

" You all are right, and all are wrong :

" When next you talk of what you view*

" Think others see as well as you
;

" Nor wonder, if you find that none

" Prefers your eye-sight to his own."
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THE HARE AND THE TORTOISE.

Genius, blest term of meaning wide !

(For sure no term so misapplied :)

How many bear the sacred name,

That never felt a real flame !

Proud of the specious appellation,

Thus fools have christened Inclination.

But yet suppose a genius true
;

As for example, me or you

;

Some genial spark of Phoebus' rays,

Perhaps within our bosom plays.

! how the purer rays aspire,

If Application fans the fire !

Without it genius vainly tries,

Howe'er sometimes it seem to rise
;

Nay, Application will prevail,

When braggart parts and genius fail.

And now, to lay my proof before ye,

1 here present you with a story.

In days of yore, when Time was young,

WT
hen birds conversed as well as sung,

And use of speech was not confined

Merely to brutes of human-kind

;

A forward hare, of swiftness vain,

The genius of the neighb'ring plain !

Would oft deride the drudging crowd ;

For geniuses are ever proud.

m 5
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His flight, he'd boast, 'twere vain to follow
;

For horse and dog, he'd beat them hollow :

Nay, if he put forth all his strength,

Outstrip his brethren half a length.

A tortoise heard his vain oration,

And vented thus his indignation

:

" puss ! it bodes thee dire disgrace,

" When I defy thee to the race.

" Come, 'tis a match,—nay, no denial

:

" I lay my shell upon the trial."

'Twas done and done—all fair—a bet

—

Judges prepared, and distance set.

The scamp'ring hare outstript the wTind :

The creeping tortoise lagged behind ;

And scarce had past a single pole,

When puss had almost reach'd the goal.

" Friend tortoise," cries the jeering hare,

" Your burden 's more than you can bear ;

" To help your speed it were as well

" That I should ease you of your shell.

" Jog on a little faster, prithee :

" I'll take a nap, and then be with thee."

So said, so done—and safely sure !

For say, what conquest more secure ?

Whene'er he waked (that's all that's in it)

He could o'ertake him in a minute.

The tortoise heard the taunting jeer,

.But still resolved to persevere ;

Still drawled along, as who should say,

I win, like Fabius, by delay ;
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On to the goal securely crept,

While puss, unknowing, soundly slept.

The bets were won, the hare awake,

When thus the victor tortoise spake :

" Puss, though I own thy quicker parts,

" Things are not always won by starts
;

" Thou may'st deride my awkward pace
;

" But slow and steady wins the race."

THE BOY AND THE RING-DOVE.

A giddy boy, intent on play,

With bow and arrow took his way

To where a ringdove in the grove

Sung her unvarying note of love.

The plaintive sound—the plumage white,

Struck his young ear, and caught his sight

:

In thoughtless haste his bow he drew,

Straight to the mark the arrow flew,

Transfix'd the dove with fatal wound,

And brought her fluttering to the ground.

With triumph sparkling in his eyes,

He ran his victim to surprize,

But started breathless as he view'd

Her silver feathers stain'd with blood
;

Her panting breast, her closing eye,

And wept, too late ! his cruelty.
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Ye gay, who sport with satire's darts,

And thoughtless aim at human hearts,

Approach your victims prostrate laid,

And see the havock ye have made
;

Then will ye weep the sportive jest,

That robb'd the innocent of rest

;

The witty tale will charm no more,

That set the table in a roar

;

The shaft at others bosoms thrown

Will turn again to wound your own !

THE ATHEIST AND THE ACORN.

Lady Winchilsea.

" Methinks this world is oddly made,
l '' And every thing's amiss,"

A dull presuming atheist said,

As stretch'd he lay beneath the shade,

And instanced in this :

*« Behold," quoth he, " that mighty thing,

" A pumpkin, large and round,

" Is held but by a little string,

" Which upwards cannot make it spring,

" Or bear it from the ground;

" Whilst on this oak, a fruit so small,

" So disproportion'd grows;

'f That who with sense surveys this all,

" This universal casual ball,

" Its ill contrivance knows.
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" My better judgment would have hung
" That weight upon a tree

;

11 And left this mast thus slightly strung

11 'Mongst things that on the surface sprung,

" And small and feeble be."

No more the caviller could say,

Nor farther faults descry

;

For, as he upward gazing lay,

An acorn, loosen'd from the stay,

Fell down upon his eye.

Th' offending part with tears ran o'er,

As punish'd for the sin :

Fool ! had that bough a pumpkin bore,

Thy whimsies must have work'd no more,

Nor scull have kept them in.

THE EMMETS.

These emmets, how little they are in our eyes !

We tread them to dust, and a troop of them dies,

Without our regard or concern :

Yet as wise as we are, if we went to their school,

There's many a sluggard and many a fool

Some lessons of wisdom might learn.

They don't wear their time out in sleeping or play,

But gather up corn in a sun-shiny day,
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And for winter they lay up their stores

:

They manage their work in such regular forms,

One would think they foresaw all the frosts and the

storms,

And so brought their food within doors.

But I have less sense than a poor creeping ant,

If I take not due care for the things I shall want,

Nor provide against dangers in time :

When death or old age shall stare me in my face,

What a wretch shall I be in the end of my days,

If I trifle away all their prime !

Now, now, while my strength and my youth are

in bloom,

Let me think what will serve me when sickness

shall come,

And pray that my sins be forgiv'n :

Let me read in good books, and believe, and obey,

That, when Death turns me out of this cottage of

clay,

I may dwell in a palace in heav'n.

THE SLUGGARD.— Watts.

'Tis the voice of the sluggard ; I heard him com-

plain,

" You have wak'd me too soon, I must slumber

" again;'*
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As the door on its hinges, so he on his bed,

Turns his sides, and his shoulders, and his heavy

head.

" A little more sleep, and a little more slumber;'*

Thus he wastes half his days and his hours without

number

;

And when he gets up, he sits folding his hands,

Or walks about saunt'ring, or trifling he stands.

I pass'd by his garden, and saw the wild brier,

The thorn and the thistle grow broader and higher

;

The clothes that hang on him are turning to rags

;

And his money still wastes, 'till he starves or he

begs.

I made him a visit, still hoping to find

He had taken more care in improving his mind :

He told me his dreams, talk'd of eating and

drinking,

But he scarce reads his Bible, and never loves

thinking.

Said I then to my heart, " Here's a lesson for me ;

" That man's but a picture of what I might be :

" But thanks to my friends for their care in my
breeding,

" Who taught me betimes to love working andO S3

reading."
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INNOCENT PLAY.

Abroad in the meadows to see the young lambs

Run sporting about by the side of their dams,

With fleeces so clean and so white
;

Or a nest of young doves in a large open cage,

When they play all in love, without anger or rage,

How much we may learn from the sight

!

If we had been ducks, we might dabble in mud,

Or dogs, we might play 'till it ended in blood
;

So foul and so fierce are their natures

:

But Thomas, and William, and such pretty names,

Should be cleanly and harmless as doves or as

lambs,

Those lovely sweet innocent creatures.

Not a thins that we do, nor a word that we sav,

Should injure another in jesting or play

;

For he's still in earnest that's hurt

:

How rude are the boys that throw pebbles and

mire !

There's none but a madman will fling about fire,

And tell you, " 'Tis all but in sport."
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THE STURDY ROCK.

The sturdy rock, for all his strength,

By raging seas is rent in twain :

The marble stone is pierc'd at length,

With little drops of drizzling Tain ;

The ox doth yield unto the yoke,

The steel obeys the hammer's stroke.

The stately stag, that seems so stout,

By yelping hounds at bay is set

;

The swiftest bird that flies about,

At length is caught in fowler's net

;

The greatest fish, in deepest brook,

Is soon deceived by subtle hook.

Yea, man himself, unto whose will

All things are bounden to obey,

For all his wit and worthy skill,

Doth fade at length and fall away

;

There is no thing but time doth waste,

The heav'ns, the earth, consume at last.

But Virtue sits triumphing still

Upon the throne of glorious fame
;

Though spiteful Death man's body kill,

Yet hurts he not his virtuous name

;

By life or death whate'er betides,

The state of Virtue never slides.
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THE FATAL INQUISITOR.

Though down the bed, where Miro lay,

He slept not to the dawn of day

:

And who could hope a moment's rest

While thoughts like these perplex the breast ?

Knowledge conceal' d beyond the sky

—

Ah ! what can dim-ey'd man descry ?

Life's good or ill 'till felt unknown :

To-morrow is to-morrow's own !

My mortal hour the next may be

—

Or Heav'n may hoary age decree.

My moments pass—when past, I know
If fraught with happiness or woe.

The tardy knowledge comes too late,

And unprepar'd we meet our fate

;

Ah ! why, if Heav'n is wise and kind,

Thus hoodwink'd man's immortal mind ?

Why prescience jealously denied,

Of life alone the guard and guide ?

Man born to woe, as sparks ascend,

The means of bliss Heav'n will not lend.

Here slumber seal'd his weary eyes !

A dream ensu'd, to make him wise.

(But all her sons, like Eve, shall know,

Knowledge, that Heav'n forbids, is woe.)

An angel thus bespoke him :
" Friend,

" I come at once thy doubts to end

;
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" Full to thy view I'll make appear

" The fate of thy ensuing year."

He ceas'd, and from the doubter's eyes

Fell scales—a scene began to rise

—

One raving in a fever lay !

Shriek'd ! and expir'd ! turn'd cold as clay.

Another, worn to skin and bone,

Deep ! and more deep ! fetch'd many a groan !

And now, the shadow gasp'd for breath !

And now was agoniz'd in death !

" Who's she, that fever robb'd of life ?"

The angel answer'd, " 'Twas your wife !"

" The man consumption ended, who ?"

Again the angel answer'd : " You I"

That dreadful word like thunder broke !

The dreamer started ! and awoke !

—

What can this shocking dream portend ?

Two deaths before the year shall end 1

My wife's the first ! nor her's alone !

As much it ascertain'd my own !

" Your wife 1 and you !"—This tingling ear

Still rings, as were the angel here

!

But what's a dream ? Nay some rehearse

It just denotes its own reverse.

Of mine shall I presume the same ?

Impossible ! from Heav'n it came :

Came to correct this wrangling heart,

And what but truth can Heav'n impart ?

—

Must 1 then die ? Is death so near ?

Good Heav'n ! accept this gushing tear !

To ev'ry crime thy grace extend

!

And let that death my sorrows end !

—
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But how to break it to my fair ?

For the dread secret she must share !

Warn'd, she'll prepare herself to die,

And shine a brighter saint on high.

The dream was told—how struck the dame !

High bounds her pulse—her blood's on flame.

See her in bed ! she pants !—she turns !

She raves ! how fell the fever burns !

—

She's gone ! and, when her heart-strings broke,

Miro felt more than half the stroke !

By forethought of that dreadful day,

How much was Miro worn away !

But quite to lose so fond a wife,

It shrinks him to a shade of life !

E'en Hope, the waster's constant friend,

That scarce deserts him at his end

;

Hope flies the piner's heart ; nor dare

That heart importune Heav'n to spare !

But certain, that his doom's decreed,

Meets death halfway ; and dies indeed.

Moral.

Man at his peril through the future pries

;

What best were hid, Heav'n hides from human

eyes.

Hence, there are seasons to be purely gay

;

And e'en misfortunes have their proper day.

Hence Hope, that helps life's heaviest loads to

bear

;

Hence all the humble confidence of Pray'r

;

Hence Resignation calms the pious breast,

And all that Heav'n permits, man construes best.
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WE ARE SEVEN.—Southey.

A simple child, dear brother Sim,

That lightly draws its breath,

And feels its life in every limb,

What should it know of death ?

I met a little cottage girl,

She was eight years old, she said,

Her hair was thick with many a curl

That cluster'd round her head.

She had a rustic woodland air,

And she was wildly clad
;

Her eyes were fair, and very fair,

Her beauty made me glad.

" Sisters and brothers, little maid,

" How many may you be ?"

" How many!—seven in all," she said,

And wondering looked at me.

" And where are they, I pray you tell ?"

She answer'd, " Seven are we,

" And two of us at Conway dwell,

" And two are gone to sea.

" Two of us in the church-yard lie,

" My sister and my brother,

" And in the church-yard cottage, I

" Dwell near them with my mother."
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" You say that two at Conway dwell,

** And two are gone to sea,

" And yet you are seven, I pray you tell,

" Sweet maid how this may be."

Then did the little maid reply,

" Seven boys and girls are we,

" Two of us in the church-yard lie

" Beneath the church-yard tree."

" You run about my little maid,

" Your limbs are all alive,

" If two are in the church-yard laid,

" Then you are only five."

" Their graves are green,

" They may be seen,"

The little maid replied,

" Twelve steps or more
" From mother's door,

u And they are side by side.

" My stockings there I often knit,

" My 'kerchief there I hem,
" And there upon the ground I sit,

" I sit and sing to them ;

" And often after supper, sir,

" When it is light and fair,

*( J take my little porringer,

" And eat my supper there.
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" The first that died was little Jane,

" In bed she moaning lay,

" 'Till God released her of her pain,

" And then she went away.

" So in the church-yard she was laid,

" And, all the summer day,

" Together round her grave we play'd,

" My brother John and I.

" And when the ground was white with snow,
" And I could run and slide,

" My brother John was forced to go,

" And he lies by her side.

" How many are you then, said I,

" If they two are in heaven ?"

The little maiden did reply,

" Oh, master, we are seven."

" But they are dead, those two are dead,

" Their spirits are in heaven."

'Twas throwing words away, for still,

The little maid would have her will,

And said, " Nay, we are seven."



264 FABLES AND TALES.

LOUISA.

" O lend your wings, ye fav'ring gales,

" And gently wave the sea, •

" And swell my husband's spreading sails,

" And waft him home to me

!

" His toils and dangers all are past,

" And, blest with Fortune's store,

" From distant climes he comes at last,

" To view his native shore.

" And with him comes the faithful youth,
M Who gain'd my daughter's love,

" Whose virtue, constancy, and truth,

" The coldest heart might move.

" May all the graces wait around,.

" And heighten all her charms !

" He comes with wealth and glory crown'd,

" To my Louisa's arms.

" Now fancy flies to distant days,

" And views the lovely pair,

" And hears the voice of general praise,

" Their matchless worth declare.

*« How shall thy mother's heart expand,

" With joys unknown before,

" When thousands bless the bounteous hand
" That gave thee wealth and power !
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" Do I not see a distant sail

'* O'er yonder waves appear?

" Our ardent vows at length prevail,

" My heart proclaims them near.

** With us in every joy to share,

" Our much-lov'd heroes come

—

" Propitious Heaven, O hear our pray'r,

" And guide them safely home !"

M Propitious Heaven, hear our pray'r,"

Louisa trembling cried,

For ah ! the chill blast wav'd her hair,

The rising cloud she spied.

Near and more near the tempest drew,

The clouds obscur'd the sky,

The winds in hoarser murmurs blew,

The waves were toss'd on high :

And now they dash against the shore,

And shake the solid ground
;

The thunder rolls, the torrents roar,

The lightnings flash around.

—

Ah ! who can paint Louisa's fear,

Her agonies impart ?

The shrieks of death assail her ear,

And horror chills her heart.

—

At length, the raging tempest o'er,

She view'd the fatal coast

;

A wreck appear'd upon the shore

—

She sunk,—in terror lost.

N
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" My life ! my joy ! my' only love
!"

A voice at distance cries :

—

That voice her inmost soul could move,

She starts with wild surprize.

Now o'er the beach, with eager haste,

She sees her Henry fly :

—

No more she feels her terrors past,

'Twas bliss
—

'twas ecstacy.

Her aged father too appears,

—

He press'd her to his heart

;

But as he press'd, his streaming tears

Some secret grief impart.

His much-lov'd wife in transport flies

In all their joy to share
;

Yet views her lord with anxious eyes,

And feels a tender fear.

The fond embrace he oft renews,

And oft, with grief oppress'd,

The fatal wreck again he views,

And smites his trembling breast.

" Lo ! there," he cried, "the sad remains

" Of my once boasted store,

" For all the fruit of all our pains

" Is sunk—to rise no more.

" Yet should this breast ne'er heave a groan

" For all my fruitless care ;

" Did sorrow seize on me alone,

" My woes I well could bear

:
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44 But ah ! for thee my heart must grieve,

" For thee I priz'd my gain ;

—

" And did I then my child deceive

" With hopes believ'd in vain?

" Still to our humble home confin'd,

" Must rural tasks employ
44 A nymph to shine in courts design'd,

" And brighten ev'ry joy.

M In thought, by pleasing hope inspired,

" 1 saw my child appear,
44 By all beloved, by all admired,

" The fairest of the fair.

M I saw her raised to pomp and state,

" And rich in fortune's store :

" I heard the praises of the great,

" The blessings of the poor.

44 With fond delight my bosom glowed,

" By soothing fancy led,

4C And Heaven the wished success bestowed—
" But ah ! the dream is fled.

*' And thou, dear partner of each care,

" This anxious heart has known
;

'* Thou too, with me, hast felt thy share

" Of hopes, for ever gone.

'* Thy thoughts, like mine, in time to come,

" A scene of bliss enjoyed,

** 'Till one sad moment's fatal doom
M The airy good destroyed.

N 2
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" And thou, with me, our loss must mourn,-
" Thy tears with mine descend ;

" And thus, alas ! my wished return
M Our transient joy must end."

While thus with agonizing sighs

They viewed the fatal place,

Louisa's mild yet stedfast eyes

Were fixed on Henry's face :

By her own heart, his heart she knew,

She read his virtues there :

—

Ah ! blest indeed the chosen few

Who thus each thought can share !

Serene and firm their joys shall prove,

And every change endure,

No mean suspicion taint their love,

In just esteem secure.

And now her soul with transport glows,

And animates each grace
;

A smile, beyond what pleasure knows,

Adorns her lovely face.

" And is it thus, my friends," she cried,

" When every storm is past,

" When all our fears at once subside,

" Thus do we meet at last ?

'« O lift with me your hearts to Heaven

> " In strains of ardent praise,

" With transport own. the blessings given,

" To crown our future days.
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" How oft my fervent prayers arose

" While terrors shook my soul,

M To Him who could the storm compose,

" And winds and waves control ?

" My prayers are heard—my fears are gone,

" My much-loved friends I see ;

" I feel a joy till now unknown,

—

" And can ye grieve for me ?

" Content I shared an humble fate,

" Nor wished in courts to shine ;

—

" The airy dream which pleased of late,

" With joy I now resign.

" What tho
1 no scenes of gay delight

" Amuse each idle guest,

" No costly luxuries invite

" To share the splendid feast;

M Yet Peace and Innocence shall smile,

" And purer joys afford

;

" And Love secure from doubt or guile

" Shall bless our humble board.

" What tho' we boast nor wealth nor power,

" Each sorrow to relieve,

" A little, from our little store,

" The poor shall yet receive
;

" And words of peace shall soothe the woe
M Which riches could not heal,

" And sweet benevolence bestow

" An aid which all must feel

;

n3
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" Beyond the reach of Fortune's power,
" Her gentle force extends

;

" She cheers Affliction's darkest hour,

" And Joy her steps attends.

" Tho' here to narrow bounds confined,

" Ordained to lowly views,

" For ever free, the virtuous mind
" Her glorious path pursues

;

" In prosp'rous state, o'er all she showers
" The various blessings given

;

" In humble life exerts her powers,

" And trusts the rest to Heaven.

" The lofty dwellings of the great

" Full many a wretch contain,

" Who feel the cares of pomp and state,

" But seek their joys in vain :

" Yet starting from his short repose,

" Alarmed at ev'ry blast,

" With anxious fear he dreads to lose

" That good he ne'er could taste :

" And oft beneath the silent shade

" A noble heart remains,

" Where Heaven's bright image is displayed,

" And ev'ry virtue reigns :

" Sweet peace and joy that heart shall find

,
" Unmoved by grief or pain

;

*« Be such the lot to us assigned,

«« And Fortune's frowns are vain.

—
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" ye who taught me first to know
" Bright Virtue's sacred flame,

" To whom far more than life I owe,

" Who more than duty claim

—

" Ah ! let me dry each tender tear,

" And ev'ry doubt destroy,

" Dispel at once each anxious fear,

" And call you back to joy.

" And thou, my Henry, dearer far

" Than fortune's richest prize,

" I know thy heart—and thou canst dare

" Her treasures to despise :

" A purer bliss that heart shall prove

" From care and sorrow free,

" Content with innocence and love,

" With poverty and Me."

In transport lost, and freed from fears,

The happy parents smiled,

And blushing dried the falling tears,

And clasped their matchless child.

Her Henry, fixed in silent gaze,

Beheld his lovely bride,

—

" Heaven, accept my humble praise !"

At length, entranced, he cried.

M To all my storms and dangers past,

" If joys like these succeed,

" My utmost wish is crowned at last,

• And 1 am rich indeed.
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" Then rise, ye raging tempests, rise,

"And fortune's gifts destroy
;

" Thy Henry gains the noblest prize,

" He feels the purest joy. ,

" Ecstatic bliss his heart shall prove

" From care and sorrow free,

" While blest with innocence and love,

" With boundless wealth—in thee.

" Sweet Hope o'er every morn shall shed

" Her soul-enliv'ning ray,

" Celestial Peace, by Virtue led,

" Shall cheer each closing day.

«' Far from Ambition's train remov'd,

" And Pleasure's giddy throng,

" Our blameless hours, by Heaven approv'd,

M Shall gently glide along.

«« may I catch that sacred fire

*' Which animates thy breast

!

" Like thee to noblest heights aspire,

" Like thee be truly blest !

" Thus shall the pleasing charm of love

" Bright Virtue's force increase ;

" Thus ev'ry changing scene shall prove

" The road to lasting peace
;

" And thus, thro' life, our hearts shall know

,
" A more than mortal joy,

" Beyond what fortune can bestow,

" Or time or death destroy."



FABLES AND TALES. 273

THE THREE WARNINGS.—Mrs. Thrale.

The tree of deepest root is found

Least willing still to quit the ground ;

'Twas therefore said, by ancient sages,

That love of life increased with years,

So much, that in our latter stages,

When pains grow sharp, and sickness rages,

The greatest love of life appears.

This great affection to believe,

Which all confess, but few perceive,

If old assertions can't prevail,

Be pleased to hear a modern tale.

When sports went round, and all were gay,

On neighbour Dobson's wedding-day,

Death called aside the jocund groom

With him into another room
;

And looking grave—" You must," says he,

" Quit your sweet bride, and come with me !."

" With you ! and quit my Susan's side !

" With you !" the hapless husband cried :

' Young as I am ! 'tis monstrous hard !

" Besides, in truth, I'm not prepar'd :

" My thoughts on other matters go,

" This is my wedding-day, you know."

What more he urged I have not heard,

His reasons could not well be stronger ;

So Death the poor delinquent spar'd,

And left to live a little longer.
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Yet calling up a serious look,

His hour-glass trembled while he spoke

—

" Neighbour," he said, " farewell ! no more
" Shall Death disturb your mirthful hour

;

" And farther, to avoid all blame
" Of cruelty upon my name,
" To give you time for preparation,

" And fit you for your future station,

" Three several warnings you shall have

" Before you're summoned to the grave.

" Willing for once I'll quit my prey,

" And grant a kind reprieve
;

" In hopes you'll have no more to say,

" But when 1 call again this way,

" Well pleased the world will leave."

To these conditions both consented,

And parted perfectly contented.

What next the hero of our tale befell,

How long he lived, how wise, how well,

How roundly he pursued his course,

And smoked his pipe, and stroked his horse,

The willing muse shall tell.

He chaffered then ; he bought and sold
;

Nor once perceived his growing old,

Nor thought of death as near :

His friends not false, his wife no shrew,

Many his gains, his children few,

He passed his hours in peace.

But while he viewed his wealth increase,

While thus along life's dusty road

The beaten track content he trod,
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Old Time, whose haste no mortal spares,

Uncalled, unheeded, unawares,

Brought on his eightieth year.

And now one night, in musing mood,

As all alone he sate,

The unwelcome messenger of fate

Once more before him stood.

Half killed with anger and surprise,

" So soon returned !" old Dobson cries :

" So soon d'ye call it !" Death replies :

" Surely, my friend, you 're but in jest

!

" Since I was here before

" 'Tis si x-and- forty years at least,

" And you are now fourscore l"

" So much the worse," the clown rejoin'd,

" To spare the aged would be kind ;

fc< Beside, you promised me Three Warnings,

" Which I have looked for nights and mornings."

" I know," cries Death, " that at the best,

" I seldom am a welcome guest;

" But don't be captious, friend, at least :

—

" I little thought you'd still be able

" To stump about your farm and stable :

" Your years have run to a great length :

" I wish you joy, though, of your strength !"

—

" Hold," says the farmer, " not so fast

!

" I have been lame these four years past."

'* And no great wonder," Death replies
;

11 However, you still keep your eyes ;

" And sure to see one's loves and friends

" For legs and arms must make amends."
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" Perhaps," says Dobson, " so it might,

" But latterly I've lost my sight I"

" This is a shocking tale, 'tis true,

" But still there's comfort left for you ;

" Each strives your sadness to amuse,
" I warrant you hear all the news."

" There's none," cries he, " and if there were,

" I'm grown so deaf, I could not hear."

" Nay, then," the spectre stern rejoined,

" These are unjustifiable yearnings ;"

" If you are lame, and deaf, and blind,

" You've had your three sufficient warnings;

" So come along ! no more we'll part."

He said ; and touched him with his dart

:

And now old Dobson, turning pak,

Yields to his fate ! So ends my tale.

END OF VOL. I.

Davidson, Printer, Old Boswell Court, London.
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